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DANIEL WEISS 


FREUDIAN CRITICISM: 
FRANK O’CONNOR PARADIGM 


The status psychoanalytic criticism the canon respectable 
critical disciplines longer open argument. But its origins 
the love child medical science and one medicine’s most original 
geniuses make its application art seem merely furthering what 
medical science denounced begin with miscegenation disci- 
plines. There seem two opposing feelings among those who con- 
sider psychoanalysis relation art. The first and simplest these 
feelings that little bit psychoanalysis goes long way, and the 
other that, one going use just little bit psychoanalysis, 
might just well not use all. not sense either camp, non- 
Freudian Freudian, the tendency relax. Among the non-Freud- 
ians, who condemn omission, the feeling seems that one gives 
psychoanalytic criticism none their daughters, Emma, Jane 
Eyre, Becky Sharpe, even Maisie, will safe their beds. The 
Freudians, the other hand, confront themselves with what seems 
imponderable problem, the transfer the immense equipment 
both theoretical and practical psychoanalysis professional basis into 
the field criticism, without too clearly defined notion how 
applied. The most recent and excellent publication psycho- 
analytic essays, the volume Psychoanalysis and Art, edited William 
Phillips, contains many caveats against the too shallow prospecting 
the unconscious the erstwhile Freudian. 

undertake the practical job analyzing story Frank 
O’Connor, should like discuss some the problems the psyscho- 
analytic critic faces. 

The first would call the problem the amateur. Setting aside the 
embarrassment one must necessarily feel using without license the 


q 
' 
; 
' 


DANIEL WEISS 


materials licensed profession, mean, the amateur, the critic 
who renounces the final aim psychoanalysis, which after all not 
criticism but cure. Psychoanalysis criticism, used undiluted, 
aqua regia effects less than the reduction literature limited 
number pre-literary elements, and the reduction all human motives 
their first cause some primordial family situation. that one 
always little uncomfortable when analyst speaks about art; the 
inevitable note patronage creeps in—as why should not, when the 
basic assumption that the unconscious libido sleeps art’s roots? 
His view art makes Palladian corridor endless instances 
the same act—a continuous sublimation degradation limited 
number eternal verities. 

capable hands—in Ella for example—the tragedy 
King Lear becomes tragedy bowel control, phantasy from Shake- 
speare’s anal period. The loose riotous knights, which Goneril and 
Regan deplore, are his feces, and his several daughters and sons-in-law 
represent aspects the parent image. Such analysis comparable 
Kenneth Burke’s interpretation The Rime the Ancient Mariner 
coming terms with the monkey his back. are 
astounded the skill displayed either case, but ask, also, where 
has the poem gone? The discipline each interpretation not criticism 
but psychotherapy directed the artist. 

The consideration more less esthetically perfect work these 
depths has the unfortunate effect its end product, not the 
explicated work, but the protoplasmic material its origin. One has 
thrown out the baby with the birth trauma. 

Another unfortunate result the too professional analysis the 
work art that the psychoanalytic critic has come regarded 
intellectual maggot whose proper meat the diseased portions 
whatever work considers. This, the saprophytic function psycho- 
analytic criticism, Lionel Trilling has dealt with capably his essays, 
“Freud and Literature,” and and Deprecating the 
Wound and the Bow concept Edmund Wilson, dissociates the 
creative act from the materials deals with. The artist, maintains, 
not only not mentally ill, but mental capabilities and psy- 
chic tone far superior the normal For, still granting that the 
poet uniquely neurotic, what surely not neurotic, what indeed 
suggests nothing but health, his power using his neuroticism.” 

feeling then that psychoanalysis must used with some cau- 
tion—a caution more suited the amateur than the professional— 
order, not preserve the work art, which after all danger, 
preserve the critic, who would peep and psychoanalyze upon his 
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mother’s grave, from the temptation ditch the esthetic altogether, 
and with the concept the work art. propose then, connection 
with literature, lesser role for psychoanalytic criticism lay tech- 
nique. From having been mildly interested the psychological com- 
ponents work art, the generality readers coming insist that 
they and inaccuracy puts much tax their sense 
probability gods from machines and other miraculous and melo- 
dramatic devices. The insistence arises from our having accepted 
the other non-esthetic quadrants our lives certain psychological data 
guide our understanding ourselves. individuals are now 
psychologically interesting. Hamlet’s Players, and their explicit play, 
“The Mouse Trap,” are the outmoded external drama. The real 
dramatic interest has shifted Hamlet. Not that the Elizabethan mir- 
ror shattered, but that the inner life spectral and cannot see itself 
too clearly mirror. The psychological accuracy action the 
new decorum. 


.S. Eliot punctiliously ignores this fact when writes about 


The artistic “inevitability” lies the complete adequacy 
the the emotion; and this precisely what 
deficient Hamlet (the man) dominated 
emotion which inexpressible, because excess the 
facts they appear. And the supposed identity Hamlet 
with his author genuine this that baffle- 
ment the absence objective equivalent his feelings 
prolongation the his creator the face his 
artistic problem. 


Here Eliot standing the threshold critical possibilities across 
which Freud had already walked. 


When |to quote from one Freud’s case there 
mesalliance between affect and its ideational 
layman will say that the affect too great for the occasion— 
that that consequently the inference 
false. the contrary, the physician says: 
No. The affect justified. But belongs another con- 
tent which unknown (unconscious), and which requires 
looked for. 


1c 
in 
IS 
ie 
ic 
ty 
q 
e 
r 
e 
1 
~ 
7 
J 


DANIEL WEISS 


the extent that this “unknown” can formulated and known 
through psychoanalytic method, artistic inevitability can established 
(or re-established those works art which appear deficient 
it). Hamlet’s “excess emotion” becomes “adequate” once the 
source these affects revealed. And the unformulated, feeling re- 
sponse the spectator the tragedy finds critical justification 
rational basis. 

its best, then, psychological criticism should constitute bureau 
tragic comic weights and measures, testing the work art for 
the organic, psychologically valid material. the material contains 
fortuities for the sake some esthetic formal purpose, then psycho- 
logical criticism should betray the ersatz the way Solmon’s bee betrayed 
paper rose. Its amateur function should analytic rather than 
reductive and therapeutic. should recognize that the psychological 
background for work art constitutes, speak, its energy, but 
not its form, which the parent. 

connection with the primacy the work art over its components, 
another problem arises. the question (whose resolution implies 
radical differences technique) prototype archetype, imago 
archimago. Freud Jung? Again the dilemma confusing the 
amateur. the one hand Freudian criticism full grim warnings 
about attempting the interpretation work art withovt closely 
integrated knowledge the artist. Ernst Kris, writing Art and 
Psychoanalysis, resolute this point. psychoanalytic criticism 
essentially biography, acquired first hand hypothesized from the 
work? But Freud makes too much the specific provenance the 
work art, the Jungians, the other hand seem ignore completely 
the grandiose structure their psychology. 

prefer believe that Jung his best Freudian and very good 
one. serves also the good purpose standing caveat the 
Freudians against their tendency toward the provincial. Born out 
the same psychological egg, Freud has contracted the human condition 
into very dense, finite sphere causes, while Jung has expanded the 
human psyche into nebula stretching light years thought back 
the Magdalenians, even back the protozoans. their bearing toward 
literature the one suffers the cramp meanness the other, the vague- 
ness dispersion. his worst the Freudian the 
Jungian sleepwalker. 

Assuredly the artist’s life unique importance the work 
art. But reject the notion that the etiology the work lies always 
some obscure hurt, some complex substitutive restitutive 
process that the exclusive peculiarity one artist, then can 
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certain extent discount critically unimportant the unknown un- 
knowable event the artist’s biography. And, the worst comes 
the worst, can advance the presumption that had life and that 
was more less like our own. What have come realize, with 
Freud, that the standard, the commonplace experience the artist’s 
arsenal available and valuable experiences ultimately more impor- 
tant than the rare and the extraordinary experience. 

example such experience and the attitude toward that 
almost absurdly typical the modern sensibility, should like 
quote excerpt from Volume One Ernest Jones’ Life and Works 
Sigmund Freud. Jones describing two the most important events 
Freud’s early life. writes: 


the journey from Leipzig Vienna year later, Freud 
had occasion see his mother naked awesome fact which 
forty years later related letter [Wilhelm] Fliess— 
but Latin!... 

Darker problems arose when dawned him that some man 
was even more intimate with his mother than was. Before 
was two years old, for the second time another baby was 
the way, and soon visibly so. 

Jealousy the intruder, and anger for whoever had se- 
duced his mother into such unfaithful proceeding, were 
inevitable. Discarding his knowledge the sleeping conditions 
the house, rejected the unbearable thought that the nefar- 
ious person could his beloved and perfect father. was 
early days grapple with the inevitable problem 


The tone melodramatic, almost Dickensian the material utterly 
banal—the combination mock-heroic. Yet, considering the edifice—or, 
for moment cynical, the industry—this vision, seen through the 
eyes genius, has raised, one must allow, the tone completely fitted 
the situation. compatible with the new decorum. 

With artist like Kafka almost essential that consider 
domestic trifles before attempt come any full understanding 
his work. does not seem perform what was the time-honored 
function the artist—to squeeze the universal into the local and finite 
dramatic situation—the tacit recognition the correspondence between 
the macro- and the Instead, expands the local, the finite 
—in his case the family situation—into the universal. Kafka Senior 
not our Father Which Art Heaven, but our Father Which Art 
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Heaven Kafka the local haberdasher. any but post-Freudian eyes 
this magnification might seem contemptible the reduction absurd. But 
depth psychology has opened new vistas for the artist; and Kafka’s 
vision has the validity coat described from inside out, terms 
seams, selvage, lining, and stains. 

further question remains the artist’s complicity this psycho- 
analysis art. what extent conscious his use his insights 
into the depths? his work improved, damaged, merely changed 
the conscious use psychoanalytic feel that here the 
present need for psychological criticism most justified. 
the fresh realities that have always lain like ancient cities beneath 
the naturalistic surface, the modern artist has set himself the task 
exploring his unconscious. But has not reckoned the oxymoronic 
nature darkness visible. not only Eros who vanishes when 
Psyche holds her candle him; Psyche herself shrinks from illumina- 
tion. The subject matter the artist changes the psychological energy 
and the disguises wears maintain the same unconscious-conscious 
relationship. Sandor Ferenczi’s description the nature symbol 
makes the relationship clear. substitutive, illustrative replacement,” 
says, “becomes the expression for something occurs 
when the “more important members the equation repressed. Then 
the true symbol evolves.” The writer must pursue his unconscious bents 
blindness. The recognition the psychological correctness the 
work must necessity posteriori function the critic. 

fact the writer cannot win. Freud’s Higher Laws 
excuse for flouting it. Indeed more damning. And, the other hand, 
any conscious tampering with the unconscious, like the attempts some 
Boeotian give poor dear Oedipus traveling directions 
Thebes, merely makes him late for those marvelous appointments 
his with Fate. 

way illustrative material became interested few months back 
two stories the Irish writer Frank O’Connor—the one, “My 
Complex,” written later (1952) for The New Yorker; the 
other, “Judas,” written earlicr 1948. Oedipus Complex” 
Freudian jeu kind talking story. Its comedy derives 
from the five-year-old child’s innocently calling the turns his Oedipal 
relationship with his mother. The father returns from the war and the 
boy assumes that the mother resents the interloper much does. 
When the mother and the father both reject the child the boy crushed 
the betrayal. Finally the mother has second the father his 


turn made take second place; and and the son make common 
cause. 
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After while came what was mad about. was his 
turn now. After turning out the big bed had been 
turned out himself. Mother had consideration now for 
anyone but that poisonous pup, Sonny. couldn’t help feeling 
sorry for Father. had been through all myself, and even 
that age was magnanimous. began stroke him down 
and say “There! There!” wasn’t exactly responsive. 

you asleep either snarled. 

“Ah, come and put your arm around us, can’t you?” 
said, and did, sort way. Gingerly, suppose, 
how describe was very bony but better than 
nothing. 


obvious that this story playing with some very 
simple counters, very conscious the comic possibilities Freud con- 
sidered along broad, almost slapstick lines. 

his other story, something very different happens. Again 
the over-all effect comic, but now the profounder sense the word 
“Judas” the comedy the Oedipus Complex, exploring the relation- 
ship and its ramifications, and resolving them. 

“Judas,” Jerry, the young man, lives alone with his widowed 
mother. Being only child, explains, “never knocked around the 
way the other fellows did.” Finally, falls for girl, nurse, whom 
describes “well-educated, superior girl.” shy the girl and 
the same time torn his loyalty his mother. feels himself 
corrupt, unworthy the girl. times she asked in, but 
was too nervous. knew lose head, break the china, use some 
dirty word, and then home and cut throat.” Finally, wandering, 
desperate, meets her the street. She begins understand his feel- 
ings about her. But explaining her own position, and trying 
put him his ease, she refers casually her experiences with other 
young men times past. Jerry’s reaction shock. “This was worse 
than appalling. This was nightmare. Kitty, whom had thought 
angelic talking cold blood about ‘spooning’ with fellows all over the 
composes himself, finally, accept her paradoxical behav- 
and then, since late, goes home his mother feeling 
extremely guilty. 


With his mother, who has waited for him, short the point 
brutality. But later on, the middle the night, overcome re- 
morse, wakes her apologize, only burst into tears and have 
her fold him her arms. 
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“Judas,” while obviously deals with what extension the 
same material that informs Oedipus Complex,” seems move 
structurally along lines dictated less sense psychological de- 
termination than conscious artistic impulse. Yet should like 
suggest that “Judas,” respect the psychological,—that is, the 
unconscious,—determination its movement more directed than 
the playfully worked out Oedipal scheme “My Oedipus Complex.” 

Freud describes the Oedipal relationships, proposes hypo- 
thetically that some point his prehistory (before any systematic 
memory formation takes place), the child has imagined for himself 
situation which his mother’s sole support and companion—a 
situation that can come about actuality the father dies. Added 
this the image unconsciously retained and treasured, the mother 
one’s first and only love, the ideal. 

After certain point the child consciously realizes that his mother 
cannot become, for many reasons (because the father has, after all, 
prior claims and threatens maintain them, because the mother her- 

elf rejects him, and because society frowns it) object his 
sexual love reality. With this realization, and with the growing 
awareness the world about him, finds other objects with whom 
can, with the permission and even the approval himself and the 
world, explore the possibilities mutual sexual attraction. 

But still, especially the original Oedipal involvement reinforced 
circumstances and survives childhood, there unconscious 
clinging the mother image, and this clinging constitutes one the 
normal and some the abnormal factors the determination the 
young man’s choice woman. choice whose governing polari- 
ties are the contradictory ones the incestuous fixation the mother 
image and the incest barrier which forbids it. 

What will the girl like the girl who married dear old dad like? 
First all, and most important she will pure, not “doll” like the 
loose girls that Jerry Moynihan’s friends around with. The social 
equivalent purity, being “well-educated, superior girl,” may rep- 
resent this condition. She must also sexually unattainable, condi- 
tion that makcs the relationship almost impossible unless ends 
marriage. Another determinant, more remote, the chosen 
identification with something like the maternal function. Can she cook 
(very often waitresses are fatally attractive) she motherly toward 
the young the infirm? Wealth good substitute for the ability 
mother. Nurses are proverbially attractive and usually men who 
are under their care. 


for the man, one can draw certain inferences about him. 
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apt, because his unconscious preference for the pure maternal image, 
keep himself aloof, purer than his friends. apt, too, make 
profound distinction, which actually only distinction between the 
obverse and reverse, between women who are sexually sophisticated 
downright promiscuous, and the sort girl one marries keeps com- 
pany with. For the one has fear, tempered with guilty desire, 
for the other guilty desire tempered with fear. one those en- 
dearing, inspired informants Havelock Ellis, those gourmets 
sensuality, describes it, 


owing the impressions early youth, woman (even 
feel contempt for her theory) placed above us, 
certain pedestal, almost sacred being Now sensu- 
ality and sexual desire are considered rather vulgar, and 
little dirty, even ridiculous and degrading, not say bestial. 
The woman who enjoys it, is, therefore, rather like profaned 
altar. 


More obscurely the son has mixed feelings about his mother, for 
that matter, anyone’s mother. Between the lines his overt affection 
one can read certain hostility and resentment. impatience, 
compounded guilty desire, and frustration which defines itself 
consciously accusation the mother for making one’s own love- 
life impossible. the repression this hostility, the tendency 
turn against oneself, contemplate, instead murder, suicide. 

How does “Judas” fulfill these disinterested The comic 
side the story deals with Jerry Moynihan’s suicidal despair being 
unable establish understanding relationship with the girl, Kitty, 
and his shock finding out that she more experienced the ways 
love than thought. Because feels his degraded feelings lust 
make her avoid him, attributes her avoiding him the maternal 
virtue purity. But the irony the situation heightened his 
discovery that she not innocent. The discovery not comfort 
but positive cause for alarm. 

Thus the dilemma defines itself; Kitty must both like and yet 
different from the mother, and Jerry must both the innocent child, 
and not the innocent child. What precipitates the overt hostility to- 
ward the mother contrast the comic suicidal despair that precedes 
(the story littered with razors and penknives) effect the 
rejection the mother brought about his success with another 
woman, who can valid successor his mother. Kitty, being 
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bold, has given him courage. She cross with her own mother and 
sees her clearly. She accepts Jerry with the correct mixture boldness 


and modesty, and his mother must finally move aside. 


Curious about the genesis both these stories, wrote Frank 
O’Connor and received thoughtfully considered reply, the gist 


which quote. 


About the story don’t believe when wrote 
that was even aware that dealt with Oedipal situation. 
course had the same sort intense attachment 
mother, but the chap the story not me. The nurse 
the other hand almost straight portrait first girl, and 
she nurse and she was superior. certainly hadn’t read 
Freud, and knew the term was the way now talk 
about getting first base without ever having seen baseball 
match and ignorant what base looks like. 

Naturally when wrote “My Oedipus Complex” knew 
Freud very well, and was taking pride iconoclasm. 
always maintain that every chap who has attractive mother 
and hasn’t fallen love with her and planned murder his 
dad missing one the best things life.” 
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ANNA 


was too hot sleep. Anna, who had been tossing restlessly bed 
for several hours, sleeping and awakening, sat damp with sweat, 
kicking the wrinkled sheet the foot the bed. Through the wall she 
could hear the phonograph, which meant that, although was past 
three her husband was still awake. also meant that the 
morning when she woke him get ready for his first patient, would 
grumble, turn over, and fall asleep again, getting late that when 
entered the kitchen, would have pieces cotton sticking his 
chin from shaving cuts, would wolfishly gulp down bagel and cup 
coffee, and tear into the office before she had even had chance say 
good morning him. 

Thinking this, Anna got up, wrapping seersucker robe around 
her nightgown, and walked barefooted into the office. Her husband, 
Lou, and his brother, Robert, were playing chess and listening 
sonata Mozart. After the stagnant heat the bedroom, the 
cool air and intricate pure music made Anna shiver with pleasure. 

Lou, tall heavyset man with red freckled arms and nose white 
with sunburn cream, was leaning intently forward, his hand one 
the chessmen. was wearing undershirt, plaid Bermuda shorts, 
and red cotton slippers with cloven feet. His brother, slim man with 
childishly snub nose and round blue eyes, was leaning back with his 
legs crossed, watching the board. Anna sat down the floor, her arms 
clutched around her knees, and watched the game. 

Suddenly the door opened, and the smiling face old woman 
with disheveled white hair peered around the corner. “Coo-koo!” she 
said. 

Lou looked up. “Hi, Granny,” said. things 
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“My belly hurts,” his mother said. 

Lou turned Anna. “Give her two those pills near bed table, 
will you?” asked. 

Anna closed the door the office. “I’ve been wandering around and 
around,” said the old woman. “I’m ready plotz.” 

Anna nodded. She fetched the bottle tranquilizers and led the old 
woman back the room. take these,” she said. 

The old woman obediently swallowed the pills. Then she looked 
Anna. the schicksa?” she asked. 

“Who?” said Anna, turning around. 

“The schicksa. The girl who—” 

“You know her name,” said Anna quietly. “She’s our maid, and she 
goes home night. Her name Kathleen. Why don’t you call her 
her name?” 

But, usual, the old woman was longer listening. Impatiently, 
Anna shut the door and returned the living room. Sitting down again, 
she said, you have get nine tomorrow.” 

Lou nodded. 

Anna turned Robert. once tried learn play chess,” she 
said, smiling. had boy friend who said that there were two things 
never did either one.” 

this moment Lou, frowning, put his hand, shook his head 
several times, and, without lifting his eyes from the board, said, “Ssh 
... 

Anna got up, walked the window and stood there for several mo- 
ments, staring out the street. Then, although she herself had never 
thought until this moment, she said, “I’m going Italy for month 
the fall.” 

There was brief pause. Then, only month?” asked Robert 
pleasantly. “As long you’re over there, you might well stay six 
weeks anyway.” 

“No, month will all need,” Anna said. She sank down the 
soft chair. Florence, Venice ...and week Paris the 
end.” 

“Very good idea,” commented Lou. “But, you ought take look 
one these Italian language books have before you go—you know 
this new series, Rob? It’s very interesting—emphasis oral practice 
mainly, you And attempting deal with phrases right from the 
very beginning, even before the basic grammar.” 

“No, hadn’t heard it,” said Robert. 


don’t want look any them,” said Anna, laughing nervously. 
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just want go.” 

“Well, might good idea, Anna,” said Robert. need 
order food and speak hotel managers and on. can’t hurt 
know few words.” 

“No!” Anna closed her eyes and stuffed her fingers her ears. 
won’t read any books. it.” 

Lou made his move. Then said, “Do whatever you wish, but I’ve 
found it’s always good idea have few idioms down pat.” 

Anna knew that both Lou and Robert realized that the end she 
would never go, fact she herself realized this, but, for some reason, 
their attitude enraged her. She wanted scream, fall down, have 
them both turn her, horrified, and beg her stop upsetting herself, 
but instead she sat silently, sullenly staring the chess board. Finally, 
she said, guess bed now.” 

There was reply. 

“Well, good night, Robert,” said Anna, getting up. 

Robert smiled her. “Good night, Anna.” 

She started go, but stopped add, “Good night, Lou.” 

Sliding one the chessmen forward, Lou smiled Robert and said, 
“Let’s see you get out that one, eh?” 

Anna walked over the table and repeated, said good night, Lou. 
Didn’t you hear me?” 

Again did not reply. Reaching forward impulsively, she jerked 
the chessboard, causing the chessmen topple over, rolling the 
floor: Lou jumped up, looking her amazement. God’s sake, 
Anna! What are you You saw were the middle game. 

Anna backed away from him. “Well, why didn’t you answer 
she cried shrill voice. “Why don’t you say something when 
speak you? Why you act like this? 

“What this asked Lou, frowning. are you talking about 
looked her moment, his face flushed. don’t understand 
going on,” continued. “We were simply sitting here. We—” 

“Of course not! Naturally you don’t understand!” cried Anna. 
“What you expect?... Well, tired She was shaking all 
over, she sat down. “I’m tired it. You can make your own break- 
fast 

“Oh fine! Lou said, suddenly raising his voice. 
“You make breakfast because you the decency let 
brother and finish game peace without your senseless rant- 
What you think Robert thinks, having listen you carry- 
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While they had been yelling each other, Robert had sat quietly, 
without moving, look pain and discomfort his face. But the 
mention his name, glanced nervously. Getting up, grabbed 
the first thing hand, the bottle whiskey sours, and mumbled, 
think take this into the kitchen.” 

moment after Robert had left, the door opened and the old woman 
peeked again. “Louis,” she whispered hoarsely. 

Lou whirled around. “What’s wrong? What it?” said sternly, 
going her. 

“My belly,” she whispered. belly hurts.” 

Lou turned Anna. you give her those 

Anna nodded without looking up. 

“What color were 

don’t know Red.” 

those the capsules,” said exasperated voice. 

“You said give her the tranquilizers.” 

Lou sighed. just tell please, did didn’t spend fifteen 
minutes this afternoon explaining you why was switching the 
capsules 

“Please,” said Anna slowly, shaking her head. don’t remember. 
had enough this.” 

said quietly. “Granny, come on, will you?” 

With this they departed, leaving Anna alone the room. Quickly, 
she jumped and ran out after them. take care it, Lou,” she 
said, pulling his undershirt. are the 

Lou turned around. mind, Anna,” said. “That’s all right 
... Why don’t you get some sleep 

Now, standing close him, Anna saw from his face how exhausted 
was. “No, I’m not tired,” she persisted. are they 

Lou fished into his pocket and pulled out several small bottles. After 
examining the labels, poured two pills into the palm his hand. 
“These will do,” said, handing them her and, turning, walked 
away into the bedroom. 

Anna looked the old woman who stood there long pink night- 
gown which hung over her shoulders. “There’s man. the hall,” 
she whispered, waving her hands wildly all directions. 

Anna walked rapidly the other end the house which was dark 
and silent. Clicking the hall light, she looked anxiously around the 
room. She remembered night when she had been young, had had 
nightmare, and, going awaken her father, had seen two tall women 
standing the doorway. After looking her for several moments, 
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they had disappeared into the hall. Later, when her father had searched 
the room and had found one, had stayed her room calm her, 
making swirls the air with the burning red end his cigarette. 
seemed strange that now should she who got search the room. 

all right,” she whispered. one there.” 

The old woman peered into the hall. “The doctor works there,” she 
said. can’t in.” 

“No, only works there during the Anna said. “There’s 
one there now.” 

The old woman looked her suspiciously. kill in,” 
she said. 

“No,” said Anna, taking her arm. asleep now. It’s all right.” 
And she added, her father always had had her, not fear. All 
well,” although now the words sounded unfamiliar. 

When they reached the old woman’s room, Anna led her the bed, 
and started go, but the old woman, pressing her hand insistently 
Anna’s knee, asked halting voice, me, what the name the 
doctor who lives this 

Anna frowned. “Louis. He’s your son—Louis.” 

The old woman nodded and smiled happily. “My pupishka,” she said. 
“You don’t know how glad must wonder why 
haven’t spoken these years. had idea where was 
... Brazil, anywhere Well, when we’re all New York, we'll have 
nice time She stopped and smiled playfully. want 
nosh,” she said. 

“What would you like?” 

“Anything all right. Whatever you want.” 

Anna hurried into the kitchen, her flowered white nightgown trail- 
ing the floor. The linoleum felt cool and slippery under her bare feet. 
She put some water boil, took out pitcher cream and some 
sugar, and spread honey slice white bread. The honey was soft 
and sticky and clung the knife. Looking outside, Anna saw that 
looked gray and would humid and hot again all day. She thought 
angrily all her friends who had spent the summer the country 
had gone Mexico had stayed Tanglewood. seemed unfair 
that she should have had swelter the heat—shopping, running 
errands—while Lou relaxed air-conditioned office and sat playing 
chess, listening Mozart sonatas, and drinking whiskey sours. And 
seemed though the heat would never disappear, but would grow 
more and more intense until they all dissolved like lumps sugar. 

she was pouring the tea, Anna thought she heard series short 


cries. Hurrying with the tray, she saw the old woman sitting the 
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floor, her Jegs straight out like child’s. She was making harsh gut- 
tural sounds that sounded like laughing and was rocking back and 
forth. gevult,” she said over and over while Anna stood 
watching her. Setting the tray down the bed, she bent down and saw 
that there was blood the old woman’s forehead and one her 
ears. Her nightgown was the glass her night table had broken, 
and water was dripping over the rug. Anna picked the pieces 
glass, put dry cloths the rug, and brought clean towels with which 
she dried the old woman’s knees and arms. Through the nightgown she 
could see her flat yellowish breasts and bulbous stomach which had 
unpleasant smell. The cries had stopped now, except for occasional 
moans. The old woman sat quietly Anna dried her and covered her 
with one her own pajama tops. “See,” she said, buttoning it. 
both the same size.” 

The old woman looked her dully and said nothing, but when Anna 
tried lift her and guide her the bed, she let out sudden shriek 
and continued moan until she was placed the floor again. 

“Well, come on, let’s try this,” said Anna, squatting the floor 
beside her. on.” Saying this, she began edge her way 
slowly toward the bed, sitting the same position the old woman 
who, although she was not badly hurt, gave only brief spasm forward 
and would move further. Anna pulled the mattress the floor, fixed 
the blankets, and got the old woman roll over flat her back where 
she remained, blinking helplessly her like turtle overturned 
its shell. 

“Would you like some tea?” Anna asked. 

There was reply. 

“Some bread and honey 

Still silence. 

“Well, leave here, you get hungry later. All 

Anna walked out the other door. She started sit down the 
couch the hall, but found that she was sitting Robert who 
was sleeping under woolen afghan. She jumped up, giving little cry. 

It’s only me,” Anna whispered. are you doing 

blinked her sleepily. “Anna?” 

“What are you doing here?” she asked, staring down him. 

“Sleeping,” said Robert low voice, turning his back. “I’m 
asleep.” began breathing quietly and, indeed, seemed have fallen 
asleep again. 

Anna stood watching him. “You mustn’t stay here,” she said se- 


verely. won’t have it... Wake up!” She gave him shove, and 
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blinked awake again. have home,” said Anna. “Why you stay 
here every night?” 

Robert looked her bewilderment. “Yes, you’re right,” said. 
should stay there.” 

“It’s not healthy sleep with these old afghans,” she said. “You'll 
catch germs...Get up!” Saying this, Anna pulled the blanket off. 
Robert sat crumpled clothes and looked her. “You must 
home,” Anna said again. “It’s unhealthy. There room.” 

few minutes Robert, his coat, was standing near the elevator. 
“I’m sorry, Anna,” kept saying. know how little room there 
is... was still half-asleep, his hair end, and peered 
dimly her. 

“It’s all right,” Anna said. “Don’t worry about Good night.” 

Anna walked back the bedroom and stretched out, feeling en- 
veloped the clinging heat. “It was beginning look like flophouse,” 
she muttered Lou who was sleeping peacefully. have 
house turned into flophouse.” 
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THE PARTING 


Now that she’s gone and I’m alone, 
what’s coming How she looked. 
single flower stem, 

beauty for the buttonhole, 

that the way fame? 

That’s not the way she went. 

She left rapidly 

she twisted the air. 

Now nakedness haughty 

and all brightness queer. 

But say what have seen: 

there one who understands 
how night runs her sleeve, 
stirring the delicate hair. 

was the sense her clothes— 

the oil cloves beneath her arms, 
taste her nape, the knowledge 

silk had her knees, 

the rustle her step through me! 
When she strode past, was 
Now this great lost fool hands, 
let him the mirror 

and there stands, fat fat, 
confronting accretion, rust, 

naked stomach, bulging stuff. 

Husk lute, the singing days gone, 
this worker vineyard, 

dust his hands, remains 

gloss the grapes 

and count the veins his face, 


nothing raise him now but song. 
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THE COMPREHENSIVE MAN 


Editor’s note: Mr. Fuller creative thinker and engineer whose ideas, 
often unorthodox and even revolutionary, have made him peculiarly in- 
His invention the geodesic dome particular has brought 
him international attention. Widely applied, and designed the principles 
energetic geometry, the geodesic dome being used such diverse 
the construction theaters, industrial architecture, and 
the building disposable Marine Corps battle shelters. 

The following article Mr. Fuller’s revision extemporancous 
discourse which gave recently before the faculty the School 
Architecture and Allied Arts the University Oregon. The article 


approximately one-quarter the length the transcription from tape 
recording. 


EDUCATION 


Alfred North Whitehead, pre-World War statement 
education, noted that the processes education were increasing the 
numbers and sizes graduate schools and were the same time 
selecting students highest intellectual promise enter into those 
postgraduate schools and thereafter into careers expertness 
specialized fields. 

then said this process would develop increasing numbers 
exceptionally capable men brightly shining stars very special and 
remote parts Heaven—but unworldly stars, precisely because 
stars they would “out this world.” 

Whitehead went say that, whereas every action has its reaction, 
such selecting the intellectually strong men for specialization must 
necessity leave weaker intellectual residue upon which would fall 
the task coordinating the everyday affairs man—that is, the 
multiplying inventory special capability potentials produced the 
specialists would harvestable only the lesser limit discernment 
and comprehension the residual lower-mentality integrators 
mundane affairs, regardless how charming, loving, courageous, 
energetic cunning the latter might be. 

Whitehead then foresaw ultimate crisis our society, wherein 
the people who were responsible for putting things together, though 
themselves subjected improved educational techniques, would have 
fallen relatively far behind the more regenerative reaches 
the specialists exquisite knowledge extension practically 
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incapable comprehending the integrable significance the special- 
ized findings. Ergo, the integrators would unable coordinate and 
realize the commonwealth potentials opened the differentiators. 
Ergo, our society would come technical and economic stalemate 
the face magnificent potential. 

Quite possibly have reached that era which might properly 
identified “Whitehead’s dilemma.” Our scientists are worrying 
about the exclusively negative and possibly lethal uses their various 
special discoveries. the same time find society unable trans- 
late the scientific discoveries into realistic magnitudes comprehen- 
sive commonwealth advantage. The macro and micro reaches the 
physical universe, whose energy may neither created nor lost, have 
been successfully tapped the scientists that the approximately 
unlimited energies universe capable doing realistically unlimit- 
work, ergo producing realistically unlimited wealth, now need 
only their social comprehension and orderly social initiatives for turn- 
ing the valves unlimited wealth for all humanity. precisely 
the educated social comprehension and self-disciplined orderliness 
coordinate initiative which are lacking. Only the profound inertia 
ignorance common all man’s everyday preoccupations and ail 
his yet known and employable means solving problems 
private public enterprise and any and all his political and 
cultural systems anywhere existence around the world now with- 
holds the practical realization successful physical survival all 
humanity, all higher standards living than have yet been con- 
ceived any man. The problem indeed comprehensive education- 
problem. 

unique exception the overall educational evolution depicted 
Whitehead, there are few educational undertakings the last 
century which select the most promising students for advanced in- 
tegrative capability. Notable amongst these exceptions have been 
architecture, international law and military logistics, particularly the 
world-ocean logistics. architecture since 1500 time) 
has functioned only accessory after the fact successful com- 
merce and industry enterprise, which latter were entered into without 
benefit architects their initial conceiving. Comprehensive world- 
ocean logistical capability dropped from the curriculum naval es- 
tablishments World War when the autonomy ships’ captains 
and admirals vanished with the introduction world-around radio 
communication. This leaves only the international lawyers 
and cold-war militarists halfway specialists exploiting extreme 
scientific specialists while wrestling unilaterally with the comprehen- 
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sive survival-destruction paradox and accelerating tempo exclu- 
sively negative crises. 

For many years have had the intuition that the world archi- 
tecture there lies the possibility the development brilliantly edu- 
cated men capable generalized comprehensive anticipatory science 
design, which both can and may effective bringing about 
man’s general well being has specialized education been effective 
bringing about only isolated successes within otherwise general 
environment chaotic dismay, frustration and high frequency fail- 
ures. intuited that such generalized architectural education could 
accomplished employing the comprehensive-academic and edu- 
cational strategy exclusively reserved, prior World War for the 
few most promising students found amongst the Naval 
midshipmen, and since World War non-existent educational 
strategy. Such academic and postgraduate strategy involves the 
working assumption that the individuals concerned may some mo- 
ment their lives confronted with the opportunity taking the 
supreme initiative the conscious and comprehensive formulation 
mankind’s critical participation universal evolution. 


DIRECTIONS FOR THE STUDENT 


have often urged boys graduating architecture into the 
aircraft industry, not just learn the stress-analysis which they would 
immediately taught, for the company would invest its time and 
money teach them, but possible get into production engineering 
and learn about the whole family tools and the chemistries, the 
alloys—all the strategies very advanced technology. other words, 
these advanced aircraft industry tools would the builders’ tools 
our day, suitable these innate integrators who really want know 
what they can our moment history. 

Then, too, have urged star architectural graduates into other 
economic experiences tending give them sense world-around 
distribution patterning and the very high-speed deliveries with air- 
transport. have urged them get experience any and all patterns 
related the whole world and the most advanced tools. Particularly 
have urged them learn what they can chemistry, for feel that 
chemistry basic structure, ergo architecture. really surprised 
find the architectural schools that, despite the prevalent intuition 
that one certainly ought know lot about technology good 
architect, the curricula tendency established gratify that intuition 
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only give much more mathematics. For instance, archi- 
tectural students not have take chemistry after their first year 
but have take five years calculus, and don’t think any 
those students after graduation ever again use the calculus. Architec- 
tural students are taught about few dozen natural and so-called arti- 
ficial materials which are only the superficially identifying aspects 
invisible chemical structuring. 

With World War the great chemical revolution brought avail- 
ability quarter million chemical substances. All those sub- 
stances were comprised the ninety-two regenerative chemical ele- 
ments. They were complex, structural behaviors permitted Nature. 
They were not nature substitutes, though many were called substi- 
tutes. Again World War II, when the large resource mobilization 
program started, was found that the inventory chemical sub- 
stances known man had passed two million number. But many 
these substances were yet called political, ad- 
ministrative and military Washington. Even today, despite interim 
development fundamental knowledge the contrary, speak 
erroncously “artificial” materials, and forth. The 
basis for this erroneous terminology the notion that Nature has 
certain things which call natural, and everything else made,” 
ergo artificial. But what one learns chemistry that Nature wrote 
all the rules man does not invent chemical structuring 
rules only discovers the rules. All the chemist can find out 
what Nature permits, and any substances that are thus developed 


discovered are inherently natural. very important remember 
that. 


THE MYTH INDUSTRIAL DESIGN 


The name “industrial was invented about 1926, and 
was invented the professional advertising company forefathers 
what now known “Madison Avenue” behalf large banking 
groups investing the automobile industry. The banking groups were 
getting together all the machine tools, production tools, jigs, fixtures 
and buildings Detroit that had originally belonged one hundred 
and twenty-five starters the now eighty per cent bankrupt automobile 
roster. The idea was that they put enough tools together 
they might reach the point where the production capacity would 
adequate magnitude sustain courting the mass market price. 
1926, Wallstreeters had learned, after billions dollars trial and 
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error failures the early the fact that one hundred and thirty- 
five thousand cars year any one company was the minimum pro- 
duction rate required amortize capital investment and make sus- 
taining profit. 

The bankers dismissed from Detroit all the inventors automobiles. 
They didn’t want any more inventing automobiles. They wanted 
only economical production transportation units from those tools 
which themselves were immune the devastation dollar bank- 
ruptcy. But the big investment banking houses knew that the American 
public had learned automobile shows annually see the new 
cars, and saw the swift advance automobile inventiveness that 
new era man was the making. There was something emotionally 
essential and satisfying the American those new cars. The cars 
embodied whole constellations ingenuity and invention and the users 
learned intimately about the parts. They understood thoroughly 
direct experimentation regarding the significance seven main bear- 
ings against four; they knew because they were both the activ 
laboratory workers and underwriters the costs. They could adjust 
their own carburetors and grind their own valves. The public was in- 
timate not only with the cars but also with the methods used making 
them. the question the banking houses had face was, are 
you going about the American public’s desire have new car 
each year now that the inventors have been kicked out Detroit and 
production men put the managing authority 

The pre-Madison Avenue public mind-molders then said, “This 
very there’s new invention called the airbrush. will use 
our advertising work. Pictures the automobiles are going ap- 
pear advanced—but pure camouflage. The changes will 
superficial fashion changes, but people will think they are looking 
new car. The public has now appetite-momentum for automo- 
biles, all that needed from here familiar lure for his con- 
ditioned reflex. This superficial rather than fundamental design func- 
tion will effected new industrial showman called in- 
dustrial designer.” 

This was the beginning the greatest betrayal mass communi- 
cation integrity our era history. Progressively rationalized, 
seemed justify every manner mass self-deceit world peoples 
their own self-ventriloquized corruption their democratically 
tried and accepted institutions and their conventionalized characteris- 
tics and symbolic abstract beings. are now paying the price. 
have learned kid ourselves complete manner that are 
liable have great economic bust—led four hundred horse power, 
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two and half ton chariots guaranteed distinction.” The 
self-deceit which have practiced may cost democracy major cold 
war defeat falsely charged democracy’s bamboozled account. 
Obviously, think industrial design very tarnished affair. I’m 
terribly sorry that many young students, fooled the words “in- 
dustry” and “design,” which independently are healthy words, think 
that because the words have been linked and there course called 
“Industrial Design,” they are going learn something about the 
fundamentals design initiation industry. assure you that 
aircraft company will let industrial designer through their engineer- 
ing front door. They consider industrial designers pure interior and 
exterior decorators. And yet I’ve listened industrial designers as- 
sert that they designed the new steamship, United States. you were 
exhibit schematically all the items that the industrial designers de- 
signed for the United States, you would have sailing down New York 
harbor array window curtains, chairs, paint clouds and bric-a- 
brac floating space. Nothing really hold all together. assert 
that they designed the United States could not have been more dis- 
honest. 

Some naval architects designed that ship—naval architects extra- 
ordinary capability. industrial designer was allowed near until 
the ship was built. The industrial designers were not even allowed 
touch the exterior color the ship, because the color depended such 
things whether the ship would northerly, temperate, tropi- 
cal waters—black the former and white the latter. The black ab- 
sorbs sun heat, white reflects it; the right colors save thousands 
dollars air-conditioning costs. The naval architects were not given 
control interior decoration because they were not the operating 
riskers who decided build the ship. And the people who put the 
money want really sure they are going able sell their 
rooms against the other fellow’s, they don’t dare trust the engi- 
neer. And, after all, the engineer inclined say, bed will hold 
you up.” Engineers are inclined tolerate the crude but “safely ade- 
quate.” the advertising and public relations men said, “Go over 
here, boys, and hire the ones who know how design the man dis- 
tinction’s The sure-sale conditioning really that bad. 


IV. ONE-TOWN WORLD 


our present moment history, whether America like 
not, are longer geographically isolated, Within six years from 
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today you will able the morning any part the earth 
public conveyance, your day’s work, and reach home again 
the evening, and the Treasury Department’s income tax allowance 
for traveling expense, you will not have been out town. will 
realistically, legally one-town world for the first time history. 
Not only that, but will have trebling our world population, 
against the population the beginning the century. will have 
world population working very close four billion, and most ex- 
treme estimates, heading toward fifteen billion the end the cen- 
tury. The design students who are now graduating are going have 
handle billions additional people. Town-planning now mean- 
ingless not also world-planning. 

must start comprehensively with all men. Mobility man’s 
first positive and negative kind security—his innate ability (unlike 
that vegetable tree) advance retreat. Soon man will 
able advance and retreat all the way around the world, and will 
so; can both associate and disassociate extraordinary advan- 
tage. Architects, they are really comprehensive, must assume 
the enormous task thinking terms always disciplined the scale 
the total world-pattern needs, resource flows, its recirculatory 
and regenerative processes. 

Comprehensively anticipatory design science architects will have 
think the terms great patterning envisioned Sir Halford 
Mackinder, who was very great geographer England. Sir Halford 
Mackinder said 1900 the British high command, “The land rail- 
way surprise child the age-old marine railway, which was in- 
vented launch heavy ships upon the water, only within which ships 
supported water could carry the large and heavy cargoes 
transported, which were greater than those that could transported 
the backs men animals. The grand strategy the world- 
around British empire predicated the proposition that the world’s 
waterfront the terminal heavy logistical mobility. But now 
think the ‘waterfront’ where the ocean stops, you are getting very 
much fooled, because the ‘waterfront’ now where you can carry the 
kind cargoes that the missions you used the water. The 
marine railway reverse finally launched the railroads upon the land, 
and the railroads are using the land for new kind ocean. Your 
‘waterfront’ retreating the terminal the railroads and even be- 
yond the cargoes the auto-trucks, which are pneumatic-tired 
canal scared the British into realizing that technology was 
indeed altering basic considerations, but after World War the Brit- 
ish were too physically tired listen Halford further 
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theory. Mackinder, however, had developed some now famous con- 
cepts, such “heartland.” “Who rules the Near East rules the heart- 
land and who rules the heartland rules the world.” looked the 
whole the earth and all the waterfronts and showed how the 
people the north had the highest stimulation invention because 
they were exposed annually many more severe climatic changes 
than were tropical peoples, and they tended invent response 
the greater extremes. These were typical Mackinder’s comprehen- 
sive thoughts and they became the very essence the pre-World War 
British Empire’s strategy. The British, spent World War paid 
little heed Mackinder’s post-1918 thoughts. said, “Gentlemen, 
there’s something very much bigger happening now. Airplanes, used 
now only for war purposes and stunting, are going fly the 
world skies passenger and cargo transports. effect the primary 
logistical ocean now flows completely and over the whole land. 
Our dry land simply the bottom the world’s one airocean. Your 
‘waterfront’ gone completely. How now are you going hold your 
heartland? You had better change your strategy greatly and look prin- 
cipally the air.” 

Though the British paid little attention Mackinder this time, 
had one student who paid whole lot attention. was German 
named Haushofer. Haushofer went back Germany became 
the great strategy counsel Hitler and told them 
Mackinder’s unheeded counsel the British, which translated into 
German “geopolitics,” the word best known today identifying 
Mackinder, its inventor, and the Luftwaffe and blitzkrieg strategy 
was paradoxically predicated upon Mackinder’s warning their pro- 
verbial enemy, England. 

Mackinder’s books dramatically emphasize powerful discipline 
treating with whole-world problems. are now concerned with 
the whole world, your students must gain working familiarity with the 
whole carth and its comprehensive evolutionary processes all de- 
partments. Their home towns, where get job, the state boards— 
all are secondary lesser levels consideration. 

Long isolated from the rest the world, could get despite our 
great ignorance; could make bad mistakes without visible conse- 
quence. are now only seven per cent the world’s population and 
are gradually learning that least fifty-one per cent the 
population doesn’t like all any more. They once loved for our 
pro tem innocuous today they are bored disdainful our 
irresponsibility. Apparently are unable formulate aught but 
detensive policy. now essential that expose our students 
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the big show. What need positive design, which politicians 
neither dare make are capable making. Inasmuch have 
the students with proclivity for becoming advanced the disciplines 
architecture resource integrators, evidence that their high- 
est capability may developed only exposure the full breadth 
economic geography and the comprehensive front line 
science and technology potentials scientifically comprehensive and 
economically effective our day. But the conviction that 
can done only applying our highest technical competence directly 
the satisfaction all humanity’s needs and satisfactions rather than 
giving priority military preparedness incidental which there fol- 
lows the second-hand inept conversion war-production-born tech- 
nology peaceful needs, after enormous wasting technical poten- 
tials obsolete war goods. employ the total science and resource 
potential directly world-man’s peaceful advantage, the numbers 
those participating the total capability will swiftly increase from the 
present thirty-six per cent one hundred per cent. The new 
employed architect the one fellow all the world who may accelerate 
realization high-standard survival for all, now completely prac- 
tical within the scope available technology. The self-commissioned 
architect the obviously exclusive potential, for present used, 
designed, the world’s resources are capable serving only forty per 
cent humanity. Politics can only redeal the inadequate cards, but 
scientifically known principles may employ those same resources 
new design such manner increased ratio performance per 
pound resources make the same overall tonnage world re- 
sources serve one hundred per cent humanity and higher stand- 
ards effectiveness and satisfaction than any yet experienced 
their most hitherto advantaged men. new design architects 
versus world revolution political leadership. 


ARCHITECTURAL RESEARCH UNIVERSITIES 


the terrific depression the thirties every architect was unem- 
ployed, well all the new architectural graduates. Many went 
Russia and other world places trying something do. Thea 
the New Deal came and socialized building taking over the under- 
lying mortgage base, the economic base last recourse so-called 
real wealth. The government put some new equity into building 
through technical The government has nearly 
dollars worth mortgages right now its hands, and order keep 
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inefficient building arts alive, has extend payment thirty years 
for homes which could economically produced (under compre- 
hensive architecture) paid for one year. the U.S.A. 
socialization building led socialization industry, and all economic 
initiative now led exclusively the negative credit billions for de- 
fense undertakings. should not misled this. Though the gov- 
ernment allows its so-called private banks issue the mortgage mon- 
ey, the government which underwrites the mortgage. Building has 
been completely socialized. The money has not been risked the bank 
has been put out government guarantee depositors’ accounts 
convenience government people who like pretend that 
they are against socialism. Naught has been risked the individual 
loaner, only the individual “buyer.” 

The fact that there seems employment for architects the 
post-World War years then product socialism that has 
increasingly bad risk for which has give longer years and easier 
terms buyers while paying higher and higher rates interest 
its government borrowings. Look, then, the times when the archi- 
tects’ offices may not busy due the inflationary spiral generated 
government underwriting continually more obsolete 
tively more inefficient building art. order contract with the de- 
generated dollars, architects need lot draftsmen, and great 
many architectural schools have been turning out architectural gradu- 
ates only draftsmen. Extraordinarily talented boys become draft- 
ing machines catalogue searching machines. Architectural schools 
are then providing socialism with functions, which the era auto- 
mation will become obsolete human functions are aviators 
the guided missiles. 

frequently invited speak the regional conventions 
discuss problems the architectural future and Mr. promi- 
nent firm, will ask, “Do you advocate our inaugurating research de- 
partment our answer is, “I’m perfectly sure you not 
have enough money so, research and development cost far 
more than the money which could saved from architects’ profits.” 

There effective strategy open the architects. dis- 
covered the following generalized statement. Whereas doctors deal 
with the interior organisms man, architects deal with the exterior 
organisms man. Architects might join with one another carry 
work laboratories does anticipatory medicine. Architects 


might solve design problems world-resource use before people get 
troubles, Architects might thus join forces scien- 
with the inter-self acerediting the respective abilities 
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each individual the team. Architects might begin the laboratory 
pooling their resource capabilities the university level. 

present the architectural schools are under the impression that 
practicing professional architectural firms want them produce drafts- 
men. Architects should tell architectural schools that they also favor 
research and development the university (where society has already 
provided the multi-million dollar facilities). Architects might find 
themselves returning participate the research instead dreaming 
about their offices. 

Such policy has already met with favor. Last year several re- 
gional conventions proposed such architectural participation our 
university research program, which was later carried out practical 
matter with considerable satisfaction and enthusiasm. have had 
sufficient experience this direction dare say without misleading 
you that such research laboratory undertaking the university will 
meet with increasing professional support. Possibly their own non- 
times, professional architects could return graduate students 
that research and development. This would make possible for the 
students participate with men experience, who could say, “The 
hard facts life are thus-and-so once you get out here, and that’s 

why coming back.” 
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ANONYMOUS NOTE SALESMAN 


Fame, high-pressure salesman, must you come, 
leaning door-bell like child, 

when hands and knees, red paint 
chin, and ringed around like fire, 

lolling the bathtub purged hopes 

anything but happiness, ring 

and rout out. And, fool, open up, 

and pick out giant laces fit trip 

Apollo’s foot those astounding ties 

only the boldest angels wear Hell. 


the smile—that rainbow the mouth 

that leads gold—or those incomparable words 
you care too much about ever 

buy the goods, and win the dirty ring 

around the tub, the drippings the stairs. 


Someday, lose patience, stumbling down 
the steps head over heels, and mad Lear 

slam the door like Hades your foot— 

watch you hobble sadly down the walk, 
muttering how the poor are never loved. 
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BLOW FOR MONDAYS 


When his mother threw him out for bringing fast women into the 
house behind her back, Bledcort simply took his Charlie Parker rec- 
ords and suitcase full clothing over Lebeau’s apartment. Most 
his time was spent there was closer campus. 

going pay you for this, man,” Bledcort assured his friend, 
taking Lebeau’s arm and talking his fast clipped voice that seemed 
unable deliver itself quickly enough. got lead job. 
sick school anyway. wage slave like you.” 

Lebeau shrugged: wasn’t worrier. sweat. Pay when 
got it,” said. yours.” sounded resigned there 
was reason. Since Lebeau had left journalism school and taken his copy- 
writer’s job, Bledcort’s occasional girl friends and drunken trumpet- 
playing buddy, Dexter—and anybody else who happened by—had 
boozed many long loud night away his salary. ought figure 
you guys deductions,” Lebeau told them several but only 
joke the slightly biting kind liked make. 

Bledcort explained his generosity psychological. 
insecure, told Lebeau, thereby nipping the hand that prac- 
tically fed him. try buy people with can Budweiser.” 

“Nobody’s got take it,” Lebeau said, truthfully was always just 
there the refrigerator. “The door opens for people wanting out, too.” 

After moving in, Bledcort slept the pull-out sofa, getting long 
after Lebeau had left for work and answering the roll just enough 
his university classes keep his checks coming. Almost daily 
assured Lebeau had lead Three years the university had 
given him, twenty-five, older man’s awareness how little 
knew but put him much closer degree there was point, 
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said, hanging on. The one-ten month from the didn’t make 
it. “It’s one long drag,” groaned. “I’m getting out. I’m going make 
few bucks, don’t care how.” 

That last was only talk, and realized it—because did care how. 
took Lebeau his bad example: calm, level-headed Lebeau who 
knew better but who had got caught writing advertising copy just the 
same. This was trap Bledcort thought recognized. told the little 
pink-faced man the employment bureau “Something where can sort 
own way. desk the watercooler for men.” Then for- 
got about week later the call from the bureau caught him only half- 
awake, and though really didn’t want it, had the job said he’d 
been looking for. spite himself had made good his talk. 

After got back from the interview with the two young 
men bow-ties who were his new employers, started private little 
celebration. When Lebeau came home, Bledcort was sitting the sofa 
t-shirt and shorts, beer one hand, another the floor, and 
swinging one foot the wiry Konitz alto the record player. 

“Well, did it,” said. 

His mournful tone was deceptive and Lebeau, threw his three- 
button tweed over chair, said: “Murder your old 

“Monday join you wage slaves.” 

Lebeau said, turning down the volume the record player. 
“Where 

“Selling time for WSOL,” Bledcort said. “Real big deal. Two-ten 
month and this world-beating commission.” 

“Selling time, eh?” Lebeau said. threaded his way through the 
dirty clothes, stacks records and paperback books the kitchen where 
got beer. 

“Yeah, time,” Bledcort said ironically. “It’s like God, you know. How 
could guy turn down job like that 

But was question knew his friend wouldn’t answer—to Lebeau 
job was job—and Bledcort made his own reply, speaking out the 
uncomfortable sense had had ever since the interview that some- 
body was getting grip his short hairs: “Easily,” said himself, 
“easily.” And was comforting think could have turned down. 


His self-commitment—no one had forced him—was, after all, handy 
ace the hole... 


Later called girl he’d met one his philosophy classes. 
celebration, Mary-jean,” told her, tapping the beer can against 
the telephone she’d know wasn’t joking. got this job. Really. 
Come over and bring something drink.” 
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When hung stretched out the sofa which was still covered 
with rumpled bed-clothes and listened Lebeau, who had scratched 
place amongst the dirty dishes the kitchen table make himself 
cheese sandwich, tell about the troubles was having with one his 
clients—a wax-paper manufacturer. They didn’t like his copy. 

“All morning long had the sales manager back,” Lebeau said. 
“Real dynamic guy. ‘Jazz up,’ kept telling me. some good hard 
sell there. Make come running us. Make want wax- 
came out the kitchen, beer one hand, sandwich the 
other. “Christ, felt like telling him who gives damn about wax-paper, 
anyhow 

Bledcort said. And asked old question, one 
put his friend often had lost whatever bite had originally 
Lebeau seldom bothered answer anymore: you stop 
that screwing around and something 

Lebeau paused and said musingly could sell 

Bledcort opened his mouth have the last word, but Mary-jean’s 
knock the door saved him from replying with anything more than 
short laugh. got and put his pants while Lebeau opened the 
door short, thin girl who came unsmiling and without the some- 
thing drink Bledcort had wanted. She had face shaped like hatchet 
upside down; flat and broad the chin and narrow the forehead 

where her hair was drawn sharply back into foot-long pony tail that 
swung high and free. Set her neatly pleated skirt, the baggy, 
unwashed sweatshirt she wore gave her air cautious bohemianism 
she could retreat any time into knit dress and high heels and look like 
any twenty-two year old secretary. 

your celebration?” she said. 

“Right here, Bledcort said patted her buttocks she walked 
past toward the record player. “It’s honor me,” said. got 
job. sell time. good they promote selling space, 

told her about while she picked absently through the records. 
Lebeau opened beers for the three them; coming in, told her: 
“Play something.” 

she 

“Bird’s always fine,” put in. There had been time, few 
years back, when sacrifice beer cigarettes meant could buy 
anew Parker record. Now with the alto man dead, there were new 
records. saw the one Mary-jean had picked and instant the 
jacket photo called the sounds Suddenly was restless, and 
lighted one the cigarettes always had now. the sharp alto 
sound rode out like the proof its own maker’s mortality his eves 
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wandered, following it. There, big life, Bird blew. With remote 
smile Bledcort stared Mary-jean, just few feet away the sofa. 
didn’t see her. Caught the excited, overriding sound, had gone 
sightless there could distraction. The image Lebeau, across 
the room, making small gesture appreciation somehow registered, 
but above all there was the alto swinging mightily Bledcort’s foot began 
sway almost imperceptibly from side side the alto blew hard, blew 
soft fragile glass, died. 

“Such sounds, man,” said, his feet once, grinning. tell 
you.” changed the alto for soft, cool Getz-like tenor, and came back 
the sofa beside Mary-jean. sprawled his back, the beer can held 
upside down, and caught its last drop his open mouth. “Oh man,” 
said, not even trying sound happy. “Monday I’m salesman.” 

But was sympathy wanted, one bothered give it. 


Just before midnight the phone rang and Bledcort put his ear 
only get shrill whistling blast powerful almost lifted his scalp. 
This was followed prolonged hiccuping laugh; and then slurred 
thick-tongued young voice said you making it, buddy 

Bledcort recognized the trumpet mouthpiece. Even before heard 
the voice, knew that his friend Dexter was back town. 

“Calm down, man,” said above the laughter that squealed from 
the phone. “Where the hell you been for the past 

“Just making it, Dexter said mirth-choked voice. 
all.” started chuckling. doing your pad, 

swinging,” Bledcort said. “Bring your horn and come up.” 

“Yeah, man,” Dexter said. had stopped laughing now. “Only 
ain’t got horn now, you know. put out like loan.” 

“Well, come over anyway. We’re having party your honor.” 

“Yeah? But got wheels, man. make 

“We'll pick you up. Where are you?” 

“This bar Marquette, man, off Third, guess.” Bledcort heard 
him call someone, and then speak into the phone. guess 
it’s called. You know 

“Hang there, man, pick you put down the phone and 
turned Lebeau who had been listening. get him?” 

Lebeau gave shrug that could have meant Bledcort chose 
take for assent. grabbed arm, pulling her her 
feet. doll,” said merrily. “We're going pick our boy, 
Dexter.” 

suppose,” she said. 

“Where Impatient lay eyes his old friend once again, 
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led them swiftly down the street with Lebeau jingling his car keys 
and Mary-jean half-mumbling protest the hurry. 

All three climbed into the front seat Lebeau’s convertibie and be- 
fore Bledcort had his door closed, Lebeau, his expert ear cocked the 
sound, was gunning the motor. moment flipped the gear shift, 
screwed the wheel around and the car swerved into the street fast 
u-turn that sent Mary-jean half into Bledcort’s lap. tugged her 
pony-tail, grinning they sped downtown, past the edge the campus 
and down the dark street that ran between block towering grain 
elevators standing white and ghostlike the night. Lebeau swung the 
car onto Washington Avenue—skid row, with its long line dime- 
beer bars and dollar flopholes and bleak come-to-Jesus halls. Winos 
denim jackets and shirts, and stoop-shouldered old dehorns lounged 
entranceways and the few with money drifted and out 
the taverns. For several blocks they drove through the pink and yel- 
low neon light this street threw out soon the sun went down. When 
they reached Marquette, Lebeau turned off. 

the next block,” Bledcort said. 

Lebeau double-parked front the black-painted glass windows 
the bar Bledcort pointed out. him out,” said. wait.” 

“Don’t bother he’s drunk,” Mary-jean said. 

“Ever see him otherwise?” Bledcort said with laugh. jumped 
out cross the sidewalk between small groups young men standing 
with hands-in-pockets around the entrance. Even before pushed open 
the door into the semi-darkness the bar, could hear the subterran- 
ean thump drum and the honk saxophone swinging into the 
first few bars Red Top, stripper’s tune. entered, the last 
floorshow was coming on: the only light the long low room was the 
baby spot following half-dressed girl around tiny stage she peeled 
off gauze-like garments. The quintette which was normally the bar’s 
attraction had been put into service for the stripper’s background. The 
five men were pinched together the back the small stage, playing 
with their elbows close their bodies, their eves slanted off the side, 
away from the girl prancing squarely front them. 

Bledcort gave the girl quick appraisal she swirled, almost rub- 
bing her hips against the bell the tenor: she didn’t show him much. 
began elbowing his way along the bar, watching carefully for Dexter 
who was small and skinny and easily overlooked crowds. spotted 
him leaning against the stage the dark corner where joined the wall 
was talking the drummer, tall, loose-jointed young Negre with 
goatee who casually thumped out the tune’s heavy beat. 
crew-cut head was bobbing emphatically and the drummer leaned down 
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listen, bending away from his drums totally unconcerned with 
what they did. Bledcort pushed toward them the drummer began 
laugh and Dexter waved his hands wildly the crazy purposeless 
sort gesture was always making. was wearing shrunken 
t-shirt that fit tightly, making him look skinnier than ever, all 
his nineteen years he’d never had more than one small meal day. 
When Biedcort touched his arm, turned slowly, his eyes blank and 
heavy-lidded might fall asleep the moment the excitement 
stopped. But when saw who was came alive with wide grin 
that seemed reduce his face nothing but bones and ridges. 

“Well, man!” said. “How you making anyway, man?” For just 
moment looked Bledcort and down. seen you long 
time. You look okay, man.” gave Bledcort’s arm friendly shake. 
“Well man,” said, grinning all the while, “well, well, well! How 
about 

“Got plenty the Bledcort said. “Come on.” led off 
toward the door, pushing his way through the crowd which grew 
exuberant the girl undraped the last her gauze. Stumbling along 
behind him, Dexter talked rapidly, almost yelling above the male noises 
the crowd. 

“That cat there blowing skins,” shouted. “He thinks can 
line this job for me. Some cat knows needs horn his group. 
gotta out this place tomorrow and blow for him, see digs 


” 


me. 


Bledcort pulled him out into the street, and here the fresh air 
the night seemed they had struggled from hole the earth. 
Dexter never stopped talking. got horn. The man’s keeping 
for me, like. mean, how blow without horn?” Grinning, 
poked his pants pockets until found small, heavy funnel-like 
object—his mouthpiece. “Got this, though,” said. blew few 
notes through one the young men with his hands his pockets 
turned say quietly “Blow it, Dex, babe.” 

Dexter waved and grinned. “Yeah, man,” said; then allowed 
Bledcort steer him into the back seat the convertible. sooner 
was inside than let out whooping “Hey, cats!” and flung his 
bony arms around Mary-jean and Lebeau. see you move these 
wheels, man,” said into Lebeau’s ear. wanna get someplace.” 

Lebeau obliged. one punishing, wheel-spinning rush the car shot 
into the street: series careening turns took around the block 
with Dexter hanging tightly Mary-jean’s neck keep from falling 
the floor. Down Washington Avenue rolled swiftly, screeching 


stops each red light and roaring off with head-snapping abruptness 
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the green. Dexter kneeled the back seat, his head out the opened 
window, yelling the loose-faced old men the corners: “How you 
doing there, daddy-o?” And laughed his mad hiccuping laugh 
their stupefied stares the drunken, old man’s curse that was lost 
the rush wind and squeal tires. 

“What bunch crazy bastards,” said, pulling himself back into 
the car. just give horn and blow right off the 
streets.” 

Again they sped past the grain elevators, past the dark, smooth 
green campus and along the street the apartment. The car stopped, 
leaning forward against the pull the brakes: before Lebeau could 
back into its parking place, Dexter piled bringing Bledcort with 
him. Planting himself the sidewalk, pointed his mouthpiece to- 
ward the moon and blew hard cou!d; weird, bleating sounds 
that echoed foolishly beneath the street lights and sailed off like nothing 
into the vast warm night. When stopped cocked surprised ear 
find his sounds gone, and held the mouthpiece arm’s length, 
making face tasted bad. Grinning, turned his three friends 
who stood quietly together front him, absorbed sidewalk 
audience. 

Bledcort was the first break the silence. up,” said. 

Once the apartment, Dexter grinned around them and settled 
cross-legged the floor front the record-player speaker cabinet. 
“Man, put something Miles; he’s boy,” said, reaching 
for the whisky Lebeau had broken open this party were indeed 
Dexter’s honor. When Bledcort had found record and the sounds 
the trumpet came forth hard and smooth from the speaker, Dexter put 
down his glass and took his mouthpiece blow along. Here blew 
quietly, nursing the mouthpiece the cup his small hands till the 
sounds came out thinly cool, nothing all like the harsh blasts had 
sent into the night the street below. Bledcort, standing the record 
player, absently watched the turntable carry the record around and 
around. 

one spoke until Dexter took the mouthpiece from his lips. 

“Where’s your Mary-jean asked. 

Dexter grinned her like overgrown elf. “Left with man,” 
said. give twenty skins, give him horn. 
happy, him especially.” held his mouthpiece were flower, 
between two fingers, stem down. horn,” said laughing, 
and gave silly little whistle it. 

Bledcort went back his old position the sofa, and propped him- 
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self one elbow look down Dexter the floor. “Where the 
hell have you been all this asked. 

Dexter said. “It’s been while, ain’t laughed. 
been around. You should been there.” 

For moment Bledcort regretted not having been there—wherever 
the whole spinning world might have been. recalled wild 
drunken hours, shadowy now, remembered almost dreams, with 
Dexter blowing sounds quiet, controlled, that only the bugging, 
wild red eyes told how the world was going around and around like 
that Miles Davis record, the printing the label circular blur. 

was with this outfit, got three week booking South Da- 
kota,” Dexter said, chuckling almost every word. “Man, joint, 
barn, like. had give out for dances, you know. Polkas, you know. 
was playing there—” stopped, overcome suddenly with laughter. 
“Oh, you’d dug this, man,” said. come cool, chorus, you 
know, come like I’d been high for month. Nobody dug it, you 
know. mean the manager, put down real big. Dropped after 
week.” And again laughed—a fast, dry hiccuping—and looked 
each them see they appreciated the humor what said. 

Only Bledcort smiled. Word word, Dexter spoke, con- 
structed the event till now the image which smiled was firm 
his mind: Dexter, blank-eyed and limp, standing beside the piano 
this bare plank platform, aiming his cool horn out over the heads 
red-faced women washed-out calico dresses swinging like sacks from 
the long-muscled arms men clod-hopper shoes the second note 
from Dexter’s horn they all stopped and stared, puffing. 

“The boy who put the outfit together,” Dexter went on, mean 
was teed off, man. says me, was fault. says, man you 
expect get paid? tell him just get back Minneapolis. don’t 
dig this Indian country, everybody giving the evil-eye. puts 
this Greyhound, you know, and come tooling back, not penny one 
for the whole deal. Pulled last week flat, and had see the man about 
horn.” Dexter chuckled himself, remembering. said, 
was the greatest. I’m out there the middle South Dakota— 
maybe was North Dakota, don’t even know the name the town. 
bring sounds, you know, all these cats with the hair- 
cuts, and they don’t dig ’em.” 

Listening, Bledcort was caught past enthusiasms. “Like the 
time you sat with that dixieland outfit,” said eagerly. “The time 
they threw you off the stand.” 

Dexter’s face brightened recalled it. man,” said. 
“You remember that? That was kicks too, turned toward 
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Mary-jean wanted her hear about it. “These old boys 
there, blasting out this two-beat—buckets with holes them, and like 
that. had horn, and Bledcort was this bar, and said let 
blow couple, dad. give chorus cool this old boy, he’s the 
leader, almost flipped. looked like this dog, you know, blood- 
hound, only his ears didn’t flap. just jerked his thumb, didn’t even 
look me, said, ‘Beat it, wise Dexter laughed and laughed. 
“Man, they were there making these stone-age sounds, you know. 
Sounded like world war one.” 

This scene knew first hand, and Bledcort laughed too, recalling 
the angry, bloodhound-sad face the stubby little clarinetist and Dex- 
ter coming off the stand almost speechless with merriment the great 
joke had and then getting down his knees look under 
the table for the paper sack which carried his horn. 

“Great times, eh?” Lebeau said. 

Bledcort recognized the irony and only smiled. Dexter said absently, 
“Yeah.” Suddenly his voice and expression had gone remote and 
tipped his head toward the record player and raised the mouthpiece 
play along for few soft bars. Then grinned Bledcort. give 
horn, man,” said, holding the mouthpiece and regarding 
curiously, he’d never seen before. this?” said. 
“What’s this anyway 

Lebeau answered swung out his chair and picked his way 
between the records toward the kitchen. think it’s funnel,” said, 
“by means which one pours liquor into one’s mouth.” 

“Yeah man!” Dexter yelled enthusiastically. rose and followed 
Lebeau into the kitchen. “Show how, man,” said. 

From the sofa beside Bledcort, Mary-jean watched Dexter leap over 
the records his way out. “Oh she said when he’d gone. 

once Bledcort caught himself going defensive, though were 
being called speak for himself. he’s having little rough 
said, tone that chided her for being bitchy. “The 
only trying line the right kind job.” 

hate say this,” Mary-jean said. “But could that he’s un- 
employed simply because very 

“Not standards not play what people pay him for. 
prove that his ideas are worth And before Bled- 
cort could answer she went on: “Anyhow, trumpet player 
without his trumpet?” Righteously, she answered herself: bum.” 
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She was about say more, but stopped Dexter came back into 
the room, carrying glass quarter-filled with whisky. Passing the sofa 
reached out his free hand and tousled Bledcort’s hair. 

buddy-o,” said. you been getting your kicks lately 

Bledcort made vague gesture and said: get few here, few 
there.” 

“You still hanging there the 

“You make sound like dirty word,” Lebeau said. 

Before Bledcort could answer, Mary-jean spoke out, proud 
mother got job,” she said, and nodded her head triumphantly 
Dexter’s startled look. 

“Yeah?” said, turning Bledcort. mean really, man?” 

Reluctantly, were saying something one, not even himself, 
wanted hear, “Yeah, I’m joining the wage slaves.” 

But Dexter still didn’t believe it. shook his head. that’s 
one long drag,” said warningly. “You know that? mean, what you 
gonna do?” 

“Going sell little time for this radio Bledcort said. 
buy some?” 

Dexter laughed. “Put the list for million years, man,” 
said. Then turned serious again: “You really going it, huh? 
What they laying down for you?” 

Bledcort told him, trying make the two-ten month sound like 
thousand. wanted add protest against the look Dexter’s 
face: perhaps tell him guy had live somehow. But Dexter would 
have answer for that; made light it: “You ought blow 
some sounds for Monday, man,” said. when start.” 

Dexter grinned and obligingly blew few bars abstract 
blues pattern something he’d improvised, because Bledcort had never 
heard before. lowered the mouthpiece and said “Sure. That’s for 
all those Mondays, you know. All those cats and all those phonies.” 

Bledcort waved his hand meaninglessly, not knowing why: was 
he’d made gesture thanks his own requiem, and looked 
awkwardly away, resentful something quite identify. 

Immediately Mary-jean took issue with Dexter. “What does that 
she said. “What you mean 

Dexter grinned her. “Man, dunno,” said. phony, you 
know.” But she gave sign that she did, and went on: “Some cat 
doing something don’t give damn about, that’s phony, like.” 

Lebeau said “How man supposed get He’s got work.” 

“Yeah, man,” Dexter said. “That’s right. don’t wanna put any- 
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body down. But take like me, don’t want mess with it. dig 
that business all.” 

“Maybe you ought try Mary-jean said. “In two days you 
could earn the twenty dollars get your trumpet back.” 

Startled, the idea could never have occurred him, Dexter 
looked up, “What d’you mean?” 

mean find job—selling shoes, driving cab, washing dishes, 
anything.” 

“Lots people it,” put mildly. “You don’t have like 
make living it. it. You take what there is.” 

“You take wax-paper,” Bledcort said, but one seemed hear. 

“Man, got Dexter said earnestly, without trace 
laughter. “All want blow it, you know?” Intensely, his eyes 
leaped from face face searching for sign understanding. 
Then suddenly, laughed. “You know,” said. 

Bledcort knew and knew Mary-jean understood too, but she was 
committed her theories she herself had given birth them. 
expected her say just what she did: 

“But you haven’t got your horn,” she said. “That’s the whole thing.” 

Bledcort restrained his disgust. sat silently, confronting the image 
short skinny youth poking his horn into the sky and sending forth 
his wild ideas with such discipline might have had ten-ton concrete 
block holding them down. All around, like that Miles Davis record 
again, the world was spinning with everyone but Dexter running around 
trying read the blurred printing the label. 

“Okay, man,” said. “You blow, that’s all.” said saw 
Dexter didn’t need his encouragement. 

“Yeah, man,” Dexter said, puzzled that should doubted. 
gonna.” 

“And that’s all ever do?” Lebeau said kind scientifically 
detached tone that said this meant nothing him personally. “Spend 
all your time going rooty-toot-toot that whistle?” 

“Sure, man, why not?” said. Suddenly looked up, wide-eyed 
recalled something. “Know what I’m gonna do? cutting out 
the coast. Soon’s get horn back. swinging out there. I’m 
gonna dig the sound all that ocean all that sand.” 

“Soon you get your horn back,” Lebeau put in. 

right, man.” 

“And you get the money for 

dunno, get it,” Dexter said, his voice suddenly remote. Clearly 
was losing interest the was listening now the 
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record. Bledcort watched him tip his head toward the speaker, smiling 
slightly the pure, restrained trumpet sound issuing from it. 

“Dig that,” Dexter said. 

With the rest them, Bledcort listened, sober-faced and thoughtful, 
the tightly ordered pattern, austere might have been invented 
monk, blew from the speaker. listened his eyes wandered 
the blue strings cigarette smoke hanging the air like membrane— 
strong steel but appearing delicate ...a tough web the music wove 
catch him and Dexter and all the rest and hold them safe off the 
ground they wanted climb was silent, unmoving 
now. Slowly Dexter raised his mouthpiece and blew subdued sounds 
into his cupped hands. 

Before the record ended, Lebeau rose, picked the empty beer cans, 
and stepping softly not disturb them, went into the kitchen. 

Bledcort watched him go, his arm holding half-a-dozen empty cans 
against his chest. was reminded the end every party he’d ever 
been to: the quick foraging sweep through the room clean the 
most obvious leftovers after people had started leave. marked the 
end. 

3ut one had left yet: they sat there the hard, snappy sound 
something like blues, but cool, never sad, sound that its constraint 
moved Bledcort like little else could. Abruptly realized that wasn’t 
listening the record player, which only laid down the background 
what heard came from the stub metal Dexter held his hands— 
took just those paltry few inches tube. the face this, why 
should Dexter anything his life but blow his hard-headed sounds 
into it? And had his horn, why the crazy world should anyone 
ask him put away for anything short Judgment Day? any- 
one—any pink-faced little man behind desk—ever did ask him, Bled- 
cort would there watch with pleasure his friend turned deaf 
ear. Unobtrusively could, Bledcort rose and followed Lebeau into 
the kitchen. Moving back toward the refrigerator away from the door- 
way, pulled out what was left his last check: seven dollars. 
held out toward Lebeau who leaned back against the kitchen 
table and looked calmly him, saying: “For Dexter?” 

“The guy ought have his horn,” said. got seven. Fill 

Lebeau shrugged sympathetically. hardly care thirteen dollars 
worth,” said. 

was Lebeau’s scrupulous honesty, which Bledcort had often ad- 
mired spite himself; but now only made him impatient. 
flapped the bills. “Then lend me,” said, and prove what 
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good risk was: “I’m wage slave now, get check every week. 
Just like you.” 

Lebeau nodded. know,” said, reaching for his pocket. “There’s 
sweat about that.” 

Bledcort took the money his friend peeled from his wallet and went 
out the kitchen waving it. Suddenly, saw Dexter look up, 
had the feeling that this whole gesture was incredibly foolish and Dex- 
ter would only rise like god, laughing. But the bills had been seen 
and couldn’t back out. yelled “Here’s how you get your 
horn back, man!” and dropped the money into Dexter’s lap, glad 
rid it. But the instant that the money left his hand was 
stricken with curious fear: Dexter touched something would 
surely happen. stood back, almost expecting Dexter change into 
someone didn’t know. 

But was the same grinning Dexter who laid hands the money 
had always belonged him. Bledcort, watching, listening now 
the sounds Dexter blew, was half disappointed. 
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CELESTE TURNER WRIGHT 
INSCRIPTION ROCK: NEW MEXICO 


“Yesterday was here; remember me.” 


Men crave the calm salvation this pool 
Basined within pine grove. Petroglyphs 

hunters once they carved, testament 
Where the arched copper foot went brushing by. 
Thirst the menace enemy 

Drive them seek this durable mirage. 

High its panels the Castilian hand, 

Wielder rhyme and harquebus, 

have performed blessed miracle, 
Conquering wastes with wagons king.” 
mountaineer incised the record deep, 
Though could spell message but his 
And migrants registered, their oxen ringed 
Near the blind bastion eternity. 


You too are lying the darkened sage 
you behold the clouds 
More grandiose than mountain peaks, with stars 
between. Like water from this rock 
Your life appears gleaming reservoir 
But the trail tomorrow friends will die, 
Ambushed, outnumbered. Still men find the place, 
pool water and breathing-while 
Within the citadel. Refreshed these, 
The secret self awakens and aspires 
Somehow grapple with oblivion. 
Fingers again implore, me,” 
Cutting signature sober faith; 
And time will prove reluctant destroy 
That unpretentious monument, the word. 
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Weare moved the sculptures Manuel Izquierdo because feel 
each living, separate presence and keep looking them 
discover the nature this presence. The works are about human beings 
period—our own—when much art looks another way and 
they are fully realized their formal aspect, the design their volumes 
and surfaces. But these generalities little explain their special 
virtue. want understand this, invariably when see 
works which have originality and excellence, may well begin with 
the warrior series with which Izquierdo has been working for the last 
two years. 

Dozens drawings, woodcuts, and sculptures these stern, armed 
figures, single repeated friezes, testify the fertility the original 
inspiration, and Izquierdo’s capacity for long-sustained exploration 
idea through the forms evolves, the relationships invents, 
embody it. The warrior sculptures are grave; them the sense 
presence marked. Their elongated torsos, supported and protected 
tall shields, rise out dwarfed but powerful thighs. means 
identical, the warriors have common complex structure curved, 
overlapping shapes—the housings medieval war, shield, cuirass, 
greave, and casque. not for moment question the use these 
well-worn devices. Their specific identity is, fact, often all but lost, 
but the shapes retain recollections past that still potent, and 
Izquierdo’s hands their present relevance unmistakable. There 
suggestion motion these seated figures. They exist, intensely alive 
within their antique casings, but with air doom about them— 
obsolete human beings world which has place for them. 
they may understood. Within the disciplined spirit the theme 
there has been room for variety emphasis. some the delicate heads 
above the ponderous trappings chivalry manage suggest pitiful, 
useless but strong terra-cotta pair, organized with unusual 
power and simplicity, seems wait for battle with great reserves 
inner strength; late example the theme almost disappears 
complexity convex shapes which are nearer plant forms than plate 
armor woodcut frieze little warriors drawn with narrow white 
line almost sprightly. But all there great dignity. 

doubt the warriors came originally from Izquierdo’s deep convic- 
tion against war which saw first hand child Spain. But they 
cannot called comment war. Too whole and too withdrawn 
project indignation horror they have nonetheless passed through and 
taken life from earlier, more violent works the monumental “Man,” 
which every tortured form cries out against the cruelty war and the 
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Warrior. Terra cotta, 20”. 1956 
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Homage Goya. Terra cotta, 26”. 1958 


many large and powerful drawings hanging figures. These are strong, 
vertical organizations black and white great hanging skeletal 
torsos. They say what they have say through bone shapes endlessly 
developed—vertebrae, ribs, joints, and, with special emphasis, the mas- 
sive trochanter and the sail-like scapula. see these shapes again 
the warrior pieces and recognize the strong vertical design. But the 
drawings are bones laid bare, figures which are unmistakably hanging. 
They not willingly allow the beholder dissect away the human 
anguish which was their source and retain only the handsome shapes, 
the well-knit design. 

contrast the warrior figures are removed, austere. The skeletal 
forms the drawings (and some later sculptures) have become 
buckler and greave the tallness remains and the thickness the base 
the composition, and the strength—but with disturbing ambiguity 
displacing the less complex spirit the earlier works. There power 
them but vulnerability courage but retreat. 

These sculptures, indeed the whole Izquierdo’s work, must 
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Plaster, 6’. 1955 


Man. 
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called classic. There little that fragmentary from his student days 
has shown open allegiance full completion. Themes are ex- 
haustively explored, forms unhesitatingly repeated what might be- 
come monotony under less capable hand, less creative mind. Surfaces 
are laboriously perfected. testimony that originality which 
speaks clearly his work that comfortable the presence 
the past, and sculptors long dead are neither burden nor embarrass- 
ment him. When the past appears his work—as must all 
asserts itself with vigor, not pallid threadbare but alive with present 
meaning. The past which interested ancient: Sumerian, 
Etruscan, pre-Columbian, Archaic Greek. 

Changes his work not come glibly. They feel their way and, 
when they have developed, can see how they link with his earlier 
works and what way they are new. His severely frontal shepherds 
(1953) stone, terra cotta, drawings, and lithographs, succeed the 
piquant circus figures, male and female, which was doing 1951 and 
1952. 1955 completed two monumental sculptures, the stately 
“Mother and Child,” and the tortured “Man,” which says was the 
beginning the war and warrior series sculptures, drawings, and 
prints. The hanging figure drawings were made 1955 and the first 
little warrior, welded bronze, was also made that year. Most the 
warriors are dated 1957, however, and they appear several media. 
Terra cottas predominate, but Izquierdo has clearly intended these 
works for cast bronze. has found welded metal, with its plates 
and fierce edges, well suited for the war theme and see with 
great effectiveness “Tortured Torso,” and the helmeted heads. This 
medium, being more extempore than older means, has also permitted 


occasional expression the wit which have previously seen only 
his prints. 


Much Izquierdo’s sculpture because the opportunity 
monumental works has not yet presented itself. But the smallest 
warrior monumental form and feeling. pair frieze these 
figures, very lofty and rising strongly against the sky among trees, 
would speak with equal truth the fearful sacrifice war and human 
courage and endurance. 


—Rachael Griffin 
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Three Figures. Charcoal and ink drawing. 1957 


Fragment Fallen Man. Terra cotta, 12”. 1956 
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Pandora. Bronze, 20”. 1951 
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Two Shielded Figures. Pencil drawing. 1955 

Two Shielded Figures. Clay, 12”. 1956 


Helmeted Head. 
Welded metai, 10’. 1956 


Welded metal, 1956 


Heads. Charcoal and ink drawing. 1956 


Crucii. Charcoal drawing. 1957 
Fallen Ink drawing. 1958 


The Hero. 


Terra cotta, 30”. 1958 
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Family and Tree. Direct concrete, 15’ approximately. 
Apartment house exterior frieze, Portland, Oregon. 
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ROBERT HUNTER WILBUR 


THE SONG CONSCIOUSNESS: 
CONRAD AIKEN’S POETRY 


Faced with apparent conflict between the poetic imagination and 
the modern man, most twentieth-century poets have 
retreated into privileged poetic immunity from rational judgment 
their intellectual positions. Conrad Aiken, whose latest collection 
Hill, one the few contemporary poets who has accepted 
the naturalistic view man and his world compatible with the 
writing poetry. Considering the duty the poet unite the thought 
and feeling his time, think clearly and honestly well feel 
life with sensitivity, Aiken has made his work the expression sensi- 
tive, poetic yet realistic confrontation the most destructive and dis- 
implications modern naturalistic and psychological theory. 

Aiken’s Sheepfold Hill (titled after the Cape Cod landmark which 
serves sea anchor for the meditation several the poems) 
series studies the godliness man may find the ever-fresh strength 
his own unique consciousness, and the role man the flow 
the past into the future through the individual consciousness. These 
poems celebrate vigorous emotional and intellectual acceptance the 
worth man and the worth life. Since Aiken usually considered 
the very apostle disillusionment, may well ask: How has this 
change come about 

Aiken best known the reading public for his short stories and 
the early “verse symphonies” the This work, under the im- 
pact naturalistic and early psychological theory, shares the period’s 
prevalent disillusion with man’s life and destiny. was philosophical 
position—notably expressed prose Joseph Wood Krutch The 
Modern Temper—which saw man stripped all nobility, trying but 
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failing believe with certainty anything other than dialectical delusion, 
human love more than biological illusion. the generations the 
Thirties and Forties, absorbed frantic search for intellectual 
relocation, some core philosophical, social, religious faith with 
which order life, such “decadent” view man has been uncon- 
genial. trying ignore the implications modern science, several 
generations literati have succeeded blinding themselves the 
possibilities poetic reconciliation the Romantic delight 
the worlds self and nature with the apparently hostile discoveries 
Darwin and Freud. Aiken’s consistent development towards this 
goal has gone virtually unnoticed. 

Aiken’s early work largely dominated the assimilation the 
contributions Freud the study man. The “verse symphonies,” 
eventually collected The Divine Pilgrim, are interesting experiments 
the use musical analogies the construction poetic but 
only “Senlin: Biography” seems clearly stand today uni- 
fied poetic statement. “Senlin” study pure intellectual existence, 
search for just what man has his own mind that makes him 
individual. escapes the blight Freudian case analysis concerning 
itself not with the unconscious, but rather with determination just 
what consciousness can be. Already (“Senlin” was first published 
1918) find that one concern which underlies all Aiken’s work 


the study the history man’s struggle for consciousness and 
edge 


... was the single ant, tinier thing, 

That crept from the rocks buried time 

And dedicated its holy life climb 

From atom beetling atom, jagged grain grain, 
Patiently out the darkness call sleep 

Into the hollow gigantic world light 

Thinking the sky its destined shell, 

Hoping fit well! 


For Aiken the gods mankind are creations his own mind, visions 
projected from the mysteries his mental processes into the world 
sensory experience which finds himself living. Man’s confu- 
sion the world self and the world earth the realization 
Festus (“The Pilgrimage Festus”), who searches for revelation 
the truth life from the gods mankind, only find that there 
god but the illusion man creates himself, the mind’s mirror-image 


THE SONG CONSCIOUSNESS 


its own desire for comprehension. Festus disappointed find 
psychological “Idols the Mind” new context 
his path comprehension, and cries out vainly, will not 
have god who 

the Preludes for Memnon (1931), this discovery that there 
outside god develops into the realization that man himself, and man’s 
unique consciousness, must then the ultimate divinity. This 
apotheosis consciousness; for Aiken, faith the amazing success 
and power the mind man becomes, not religion, least 
teleology. (This delighted avowal the godliness man’s mind, once 
freed from the obstructions illusion and theology, philosophical 
tenet closely derived from Nietzsche). From subtle psychological 
re-creation the circling thought, the Preludes develop under- 
standing man’s mind incredible world simultaneity, 


streams convergence and divergence, out which springs the 


And you poise yourself, magnificent angel,— 

Bird bright dream, brief soul briefer knowledge— 
the pure aether thought, unthinking 

endings 


You beat the winds nescience, and sustain,— 
Magnificent angel, treader bright thought,— 
Your being, which nothing, nothing 
And yet, are something, and are 

And make the godhead great. 


The Kid (1947) uses the American myth William Black- 
stone consider the continuing growth mind and knowledge 
terms Western movement—a symbolic movement which reappears 
two poems Sheepfold Hill, “Mayflower” and “The Crystal.” 
William Blackstone was white man, graduate Cambridge Uni- 
versity, whom the first settlers Boston, found already settled 
there, and with house and library (according the legend). Caring 
little for the company his fellow civilized man, Blackstone soon 
left Boston the Puritans and moved first into the wilderness Rhode 
Island and later, that became settled, westward into the woods 
Connecticut. Aiken takes Blackstone representative the American 
spirit which sought the loneliness requisite personal freedom first 
the Westward movement which created America, where “The Kid” 
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becomes Johnny Appleseed and Kit Carson, later the conquest 
the mind, where the spirit “The Kid” reappears the thought 
Herman Melville: 


Eyes the self’s black sea-heart turned, 

the fouled line followed, the labyrinth learned 

Gulf Stream soul, maelstrom heart, 

what vortex quarter, what shoals chart 
Morning and Evening, Lord, reject Thee, 

fraud and fury, detect Thee... 

purposed aimless name Thee and shame Thee. 
Wait Thou unknown, seek Thee and claim Thee! 


“The Crystal,” the lead poem Sheepfold Hill, Aiken reaches 
into history take the character Pythagoras representative the 
relentless, much-loved drive understand the world. Pythagoras 
created philosophy form opposed the earlier philoso- 
phies “matter” Anaximander and and found numbers, 
manifested the shaped perfection the quartz crystal, and the 
theorem the triangle, the secret making matter 


... The wind’s serpent 
sibilant and silver field barley 
insinuates pattern, the concentric 
ripples fountain perpetuate another, 
the quartz crystal offers pyramid, and two together, 
joined, cube! 


... Things 
are numbers. Numbers are the shape 
given things, immanent things past and present 


the moment insight into this order the world which gives 
purpose and value life. death were different kind, im- 
mortality were more than man’s work and thought, for what mo- 
ment experience would man like Pythagoras care return 
“The crystal self-shaping, the godhead designing the god For 
this moment vision, would return,” answers the poet. The experi- 
ence the play and progress the mind becomes for Aiken sheer 
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aesthetic delight, delight which shines throughout his recent work 
and transforms even the truth scientific, godless, unromanticized 
world into truth joy. This delight the mind man and its inter- 
relatedness with the external world distinctly part the English 
Romantic tradition poetry yet encompasses the scientific revela- 
tions that must currently accept true. obviates the intellectual 
retreat into worlds myth ecstatic personal symbolism typical 
twentieth-century poetry. Aiken’s poetry records his belief that art 
must face, not hide from, modern life. The measure his success may 
well the measure man’s ability live the world that dis- 
covering and creating around him. not disheartening. 

“The Mayflower,” reprinted Sheepfold Hill from Aiken’s earlier 
Skylight One, uses Aiken’s favorite theme westward movement 
consider the American heritage from the seventeenth century England 
and Ben,” carried America the pilgrim fathers. Beautiful 
language and imagery, less carefully unified thought than 
are “The Crystal” and “Hallowe’en,” the two best Sheepfold Hill. 
the poet considers the myth the return for the day 
the souls our ancestors the scenes their lives. Aiken’s personae 
are his grandfather and sees them restless spirits, un- 
certain the respect the living for the meaning they sought life. 
Satisfaction comes the poet’s assurance the shared view: 


The laws and the you saw the ship 
how, like angel, she subdued her purpose 
the confused power ocean, the diffused power wind, 
translating them swiftly beauty, 
‘so infinite ends, and finite begins, man 
may make the god finite and viable, 
make conscious powers action and being.’ 


Aiken’s faith man’s consciousness the divine power life leads 
these recent poems strong awareness the persistence man’s 
past the thought the present. The inevitability man’s awareness 
his past the subject “The Mayflower,” “Crepe Myrtle,” and 
“The Fluteplayers.” “Crepe considering the life and death 
great man, concludes: “The greatness not there, travelled not 
slowly thither with the slow coffin, slowly turn with earth under 
time’s arch, but given keep.” The timeless flow thought 
and knowledge becomes sort immortality, not our personal lives 
—which are only lease, unpredictable 
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intellectually greater, more satisfying immortality, that the last- 
ing flow thought and knowledge from the past, through the 
present, into the future. This concept reappears the conclusion 
“The Crystal,” where suggested theory Pythagoras: 


you 
still stand there, your hand the tiller, 
the center your thought, which timeless, 
yourself become 


listen again the caucus robins 

the whistle migrant voices and wings 

the turn the great glass season. 

You taught the migration souls: all things 
must continue, since numbers are 
the mind, like these migrants, crosses all seasons, 
and thought, like these cries, immortal. 


much his earlier work, Aiken Sheepfold Hill groups 
series poems around closely related themes, utilizing his character- 
istic musical structure repetition, with variation, svmbol and 
imagery; but Sheepfold Hill avoids the diffuseness, which has 
harmed much his work, carefully organizing the thought each 
individual poem within the framework specific subject. The lan- 
guage functional and contemporary, and flows naturally into variety 
freely varied blank verse forms. The musicality the verse, and 
the sensoriness the imagery, are full and Romantic the vision 
the world naturalistic and honest. The very contrast between the 
richness the verse and the strict honesty the thought symbolic 
the purpose which Aiken has fruitfully set himself: effect 
poetic reconciliation the Romantic awareness self and world with 
the most disconcerting revelations the modern scientific study 
man. Sheepfold Hill the culmination over forty years Aiken’s 
thought and artistry significantly enlarges contemporary poetry. 


Two JOHN HAAG 
CAPO 


When brittle autumn evenings crease 
The air with geometric geese 

hackles rise. And the tune 
Whistling October’s wind 

Echoes the thin cry the loon, 

Dry scrapings leaf repeat 

The dirge, diminishing the beat. 


these progressions run through 
With rhythms, autumn’s residue 
Moulders breed another year 
Fall’s preludes yield vocal spring 
And would sing own ear 
Such music that lungs would ache 
those green juices re-awake. 


I’ve satisfied old lament 
All rotting things, all excrement, 
All putrid, dead and dissolute 
Material delights now, 

For know how the convolute 
Progressions take the dead wife 
death engenders other life. 
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MEDITATION HIS NINETY-FIRST YEAR 


This withered clutch bones, this hand that held 
Two oxen and plow steadily down 

even furrow, now scarcely can hold 

The heavy reading-glass. April sun 

Could bring sweat when thin blood 
Was warmer, now tissue-dry and shake 
any breeze that giddies this grey head. 

“The years have flown,” fellow patriarch 

fond saying, but reflect 

Upon nine decades ripening steadily, 

Each measured year maturing, act act, 

wonder him—could his memory 

Remain barren that life disappears 

Into limbo forgotten years? 


It’s pleasant for now spin the past: 
boyhood full cows and berry-vines, 
Hay-ricks and wild birds, the journey west 
When was seventeen, the evergreens 
And rivers and the rocks took wife 
The fall that first crop was harvested 
And she was fruitful under our first 
reared four sons carry the blood. 
I’ve planted every year, never known 
Two springs much alike could tell 
One from the other two days have been 

Identical, and can still recall 
Each acre tilled, each crop foal calf... 
The living things—these are epitaph. 


q | 
2 
} 


MEDITATION HIS NINETY-FIRST YEAR 


The doctor tells should not expect 

live forever. After has gone 

smile think that he, thirty-eight, 
Cannot conceive how well, ninety-one, 

have accepted this absurd remark. 

Today the tea-cup chatters teeth; 

feel the room grow colder, and break 
With reveries and vague regrets that growth 


over, that the blood wears out, and then 
more things that breathe and climb, more. 
But, though feel the minutes growing thin 


And torn the last page from the calendar, 
cannot grudge the passing breath— 
After much life, little death. 


FELIX ANSELM 


YMCA: EVENING 


For Inge 


Madame Tussaud’s the undistinguished, 

the aren’ts, the bes, and the have not beens, 
the rooming homeless, fixed fluorescence 

stale-mate hallscape flecked with magazines. 

Stills from unwound reel, they sit aseptic, 
ageless Young Christian Men, their drab day done, 
undead and unalive close zombiosis, 

each listening his private dictaphone. 

Time takes catnap while they sip, consenting, 
unalcoholic dregs yesterdays, 

turn pages back, stare blue televisions 

empty space, play pool. Some straying 

rays moon intrude through curtain tears, 

mix with pale wax and melt yellow walls. 

It’s cold outside. Here ingrown thoughts and sounds 
(the cafeteria, the gym) and smells 

Gideon, wholesomeness, and Lifebuoy mingling, 
enclose apart togetherness. Alone 

the washroom walls dissent, crying make 

date (Where? When?). sign says, 

KEEP CLEAN. 
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DOCTOR ZHIVAGO 


Boris Pasternak, the author the novel Doctor Zhivago, was born 
Moscow 1890. His father was distinguished painter and illustra- 
tor and professor art. His mother, Rosa Kaufman, Jewish family, 
was well-known pianist. The childhood and early youth Pasternak 
were thus spent environment sophisticated artistic and intellec- 
tual activity, the cultural capital pre-Revolutionary Russia. During 
the and until the outbreak the First World War, Russian cul- 
tural life passed through kind Romantic period, marked artistic 
seriousness and excitement and experimentation, especially poetry, 
along with political ferment that seemed promise new dawn 
the national life. These were the magic years, the years modern 
Russia’s late adolescence. 

One must think Pasternak the product climate which all 
the major currents European intellectual life moved freely and crea- 
tively. Like the typical Russian intellectual this time, Pasternak 
handles English, French, and German with easy familiarity, lan- 
guages constant use. His education, like the education many 
pre-Revolutionary Russian aristocrats, was partly European. His first 
passion was music, which studied under the well-known Russian 
pianist and composer, Skriabin, who was friend the Pasternak 
family. Discouraged, however, the fact that does not possess 
perfect musical pitch, soon turned philosophy. The Russian stu- 
dent philosophy invariably went Germany, and for while Paster- 
nak studied philosophy the University Marburg. 

With the outbreak the First World War, Pasternak went east 
the Urals work factory, because was unfit for military service 
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reason leg broken childhood. 1914 had already published 
volume verse, entitled The Twin the Clouds, and 1917 
published second book poems, entitled Above the Barriers. Twenty- 
seven years old 1917, Pasternak was clearly established his voca- 
tion poet; but largely because the difficulty his poetry 
continued remain unnoticed, except among fellow-poets. 1922, 
third book poems appeared, entitled Sister, Life. this volume 
that marked the appearance major talent. During the next ten years, 
until 1933, continued publish small volumes finely wrought 
lyrics, building for himself recognized place the most distinguished 
Russian lyric poet the Soviet period. 

Recently interview (The Reporter, Nov. 27, 1958) Pasternak 
admitted that what wrote before Doctor Zhivago longer interests 
him very much. That must mean the poetry which his reputation 
had rested. true that Pasternak’s poetry, with its broken transi- 
tions and scattered images, stands sharp contrast the easy clarity 
and straightforward simplicity his novel. But this first venture 
the poet into the novel form does nevertheless continue the poet’s career. 
the novel, the poetry, there the same desire express, lyric- 
ally but objectively, the reality the world outside, the world things. 
The novel, like the verse, celebrates the world objective reality. The 
fresh imagery, the witty metaphors that mark the poetry Pasternak 
also add their refreshing touch the novel. when the author, 
describing day bitter cold Moscow, says, “The streets were cov- 
ered with thick, black, glassy layer ice, like the bottom beer 
bottles.” when envisages the city Christmas time with Christ- 
mas parties the houses: “It was though shows were being given 
for the benefit the pedestrians.” when describes public 
appearance the Russian Tsar: “The Tsar, smiling and ill ease, 
looked older and more tired than the rubles and medals.” 

With the end the First Five-Year Plan 1932, there descended 
upon Soviet literature dark night control and official organization 
that still more less remains. 1933 career pub- 
lished poet was effectively over. For the past twenty-five years has 
worked mostly translations, including Russian translations plays 
Shakespeare. original author had pretty completely retired 
from the scene. was the Second World War that seems have in- 
spired him feel that the ice was breaking Soviet life and letters. 

the hope that expressed beginning write Doctor Zhivago 
1948 arose prematurely, know now, since the latter forties 
tuned out the era Zhdanov and new controls and repressions 
Soviet artistic life. was not until 1956, the peak year “The 
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Thaw,” the period from the death Stalin the revolt Hungary 
has come called, that Pasternak presented his finished manuscript 
for publication. 

With all respect for Pasternak’s understanding Soviet society, one 
cannot help wondering how could have hoped for publication. Imag- 
ine Soviet novel which the main character says: 


Marxism science?... Marxism too uncertain its 
ground science. Sciences are more balanced, more ob- 
jective. don’t know movement more self-centered and 
further removed from the facts than Marxism. for the men 
power, they are anxious establish the myth their 
infallibility that they their utmost ignore the truth. 


know, publication the Soviet Union has been refused. And 
when, after long official silence broken only the news the Nobel 
award, the Soviet authorities did finally get around expressing 
official attitude toward the book, was attitude violent hostility. 

Why does the Soviet literary hierarchy condemn Doctor Zhivago? 
The editors the Soviet journal Novy Mir (New World) told Paster- 
nak their reasons long letter rejection written 1956. The main 
arguments they make are that the book paints too favorable picture 
the bourgeois and capitalistic elements Russian life that the Revolu- 
tion destroyed, and too unfavorable picture the Revolution itself. 
And these arguments against the book are certainly valid, from the 
official Soviet position. But suspect they not yet touch the source 
the hostility. For the fact that the novel Doctor Zhivago is, 
Soviet standards, complete heresy. fact, you want find written 
down the very essence that outlook upon the world that Soviet doc- 
trine designed exterminate, read Doctor Zhivago. One the vil- 
lains the book one place says outright 


There exists certain Communist style, Yurii 
Few people measure it. But one flouts that way life 
and thought openly you do. Why you have flirt with 
danger, imagine. You are living mockery that 
whole world, walking insult it. 


conclude from this, however, that novel 
Western even anti-Russian only shows how narrow-minded can 


be. The fact that the sense life expressed Doctor Zhivago 
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more supported and nurtured the commercialized and spiritually 
apathetic American society which live than the Soviet Union. 
And then one must remember that the achievement Pasternak’s novel 
—what Edmund Wilson has called “One the great events man’s 
literary and moral after all, Russian achievement. 

Doctor Zhivago based upon clear and coherent philosophy life 
which the novel mainly concerned with articulating. the center 
this philosophy stands the free person, the unregimented, unindoctrin- 
ated, unprofessionalized self, through whom alone the creative vitality 
life expressed. This life that only the free human person can know 
the object all art. Art simply the expression life, the self- 
renewing power the created being the world. Against this unique 
reality stands the untruth all attempts tamper with life. Such 
attempt was, for example, the Communist Revolution Russia. But 
also every other pressure toward group-mindedness and other- 
directedness, extending all the way back Hebrew tribalism and 
nationalism—one Pasternak’s favorite examples. Pasternak’s 
theme that every attempt organize life, rationalize existence, re- 
veals inner poverty and falsity. For Zhivago, surely for Pasternak, 
the obvious proof this poverty and falsity the language the 
organizers: its high-flown rhetoric, its abstract jargon, what Zhivago 
calls the “textbook admirations, the shrill enthusiasms modern man.” 
Perhaps even academic person America can sympathize with 


Oh, how one wishes sometimes escape from the meaningless 
dullness human eloquence, from all the sublime phrases, 
take refuge nature, apparently inarticulate, the 
wordlessness long, grinding labor, sound sleep, true 


music, human understanding rendered speechless 
emotion 


For Zhivago, the good thing life always down-to-earth. 
private diary writes: 


Only the familiar transformed genius truly great. The 
best object lesson this Pushkin. His works are one great 
hymn honest labor, duty, everyday life! 


For Zhivago, the truth life simple and clear its expression and 
joyful its spirit. this great meaning that Pasternak has enclosed 
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his novel. not sure that great novel, but novel with 
great meaning. 

not even sure that Pasternak wanted write novel. that 
novelist. suspect that wanted give expression, literary 
form, view life for which poetry, especially the poetry that 
knew how write, seemed offer awkward and imperfect vehicle. 
But writing his novel, Pasternak has remained poet, with poet’s 
lyrical passion for the sparkle objective reality things and nature. 
The novelist’s power create character, evoke the intricate subtleties 
personal relationships, not conspicuous here. There are large 
number people the book, but for the most part they remain curi- 
ously sketchy. The only person whose voice really living voice 
Dr. Zhivago—but even him realize that are listening the 
author speaking, and not some fictional character that Pasternak has 
created. fictional character, even Dr. Zhivago himself only 
bloodless outline. 

could suggest image own experience reading Paster- 
nak’s book, would one sitting the author’s shoulders, looking 
out upon silent movie that had made and that kept telling 
about. And while watched this quite interesting but nevertheless silent 
and mechanical show that was describing me, felt that the author 
standing under was the only really living person around me, but 
that was much alive and eloquent that seemed impart life 
the whole spectacle. 

The image movie not inappropriate, because Pasternak’s novel 
constitutes passing-in-review the years the Russian twentieth 
century. The action the book begins around 1900, when the main 
character, Yurii Zhivago, approximately ten years old, the age 
Pasternak himself that and ends with the death Zhivago 
1929—although short epilogue carries the time into the 
the destiny Zhivago live through the main events the century 
Russia: through the rich pre-World War years, made exciting 
revolutionary action, through the dismal war itself, into the more dismal 
years following the war, marked internal civil war Russia, ac- 
companied the rise Bolshevik power, soon followed the ambig- 
uous period Lenin’s New Economic Policy the mid-twenties, 
succeeded the strait-jacketing cultural life toward the end 
the twenties. This makes long five hundred pages the 
American edition and book that puts unfortunate disadvantage 
the Western reader unfamiliar with recent Russian history. 

Against this background historical event moves the life Yurii 
Zhivago and the people his world. This young man, left orphan 
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early life, grows Moscow, inspired double that 
medical doctor, and that poet and author. grows the 
house family whose daughter not unexpectedly marries. But 
already these early years meets the girl, Lara, who will the 
great love his life. meets her again during his service the war: 
now army doctor and she nurse. After the war, the bleak- 
ness the early years the 1917 Revolution drives him east the 
Urals settle. Here again meets Lara and for while lives kind 
double domestic life, shared two women both whom loves 
but obviously different ways and degrees. Captured partisans 
fighting the civil war that raged over Russia just after the Revolution, 
returns Moscow during the NEP period the mid-twenties, and 
there, worn out the emptiness and falsity Soviet life the new 
order, dies heart attack 1929. 

But these events the life the principal character the novel, 
like the historical events that constitute their background, carry 
meaning their own. They are merely the setting which Zhivago 
placed and which can reflect the life around him and speak 
his rather, Pasternak’s mind. The essence the book 
found reflections. The events the book are useful 
mainly providing him with situations upon which can reflect. 
Indeed the book becomes richer the farther moves away from spec- 
tacular events, the deeper moves into the self Zhivago. This the 
main movement the book. 

One weakness throughout the novel the extreme amount im- 
probable coincidence. Pasternak wants people meet, simply has 
them show the same place together. This weakness reflects 
inner weakness plot. But there really plot worthy the name, 
because Pasternak does not care tell story. What wants 
tell the attitude his hero, Zhivago, toward the events Russian 
history. not even that, since the events Russian history remain 
almost only kind background music. Finally, then, what Pasternak 
most wants tell his hero’s outlook life—and, course, Rus- 
sian and life particular but finally upon human life also. And 
Yurii Zhivago performs this task his creator remaining always 
the patient observer and commentator, the witness, and never becoming 
the active opponent even, for that matter, very active participant. 

Notice the title, Doctor Zhivago. There are several things about the 
book that can learned from the title. First all, the name 
person. This person, this thoughtful, passionate, serious, religious per- 
son—he the subject upon which the novel centered. This not 
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title like and Peace, although the book like Tolstoy’s many 
ways. Pasternak not finally concerned with expressing sense the 
vast impersonal realities history. What trying express the 
unconquerable exuberance and spiritual infinitude the individual 
soul—even when the individual lost among dark historic forces and 
finally defeated them, Zhivago is. 

The second noticeable fact about the title the name Doctor. This 
not just any individual, not just any representative human kind. 
This man the healer, the man knowledge, the man both science 
and charity. 

Finally, the name Zhivago. this name that most clearly gives 
Pasternak’s protagonist symbolic suggestiveness. The name Zhivago 
suggests Russian the idea life; almost form the Russian 
adjective meaning Clearly, then, Zhivago the exemplar 
the living soul, the living spirit man—Man with capital Perhaps 
also Man the saint and hero: Zhivago’s first name, Yurii, Russian 
form George; and Zhivago himself makes pointed reference the 
story St. George, the dragon-slayer. 

How does this hero, Dr. Zhivago, reveal his significance? resist- 
ing the forces his society that seem him life-denying? 
triumphing over the enemies life? No, the contrary: being 
himself defeated, growing with all the youthful idealism the 
Russian Revolution and then dying despair before turns forty 
over the world the Revolution had made. But the meantime re- 
mains true witness. holds fast the vision life that sees hope 
only simplicity speech and manners, simple toil the earth 
the snow, quiet creative work big wooden tables large sunny 
rooms night before the golden lamplight; that discovers and 
glorifies what Gerard Manley Hopkins called “the dearest freshness 
deep down things.” 

Outside Zhivago, the most living person the book Lara, 
Larisa. Lara the girl and woman whom Zhivago always loved but 
whom never married. She the embodiment the freedom love 
outside institutional forms, the embodiment the wisdom 
tual life. She eternally engaged the simplest tasks: ironing and 
folding clothes, arranging furniture simple house, reading quietly 
village library. Not that her life uneventful: she even tries her 
hand murder the days her early youth before the Revolution. 
She married devoted revolutionist with whom she stands hope- 
less spiritual separation. But she grows into the kind person that 
Zhivago also is, and they live together for long while kind re- 
treat from the bleak world Soviet Russia, the midst the storms 
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and lonely plains Eastern Russia, like two kindred spirits defeated 
but enduring alien and threatening world. 

Lara, like Zhivago, finally simply disappears into the storm, 
were. They are both victims the Revolution they had once hopefully 
looked forward to. But not Russia they have turned away from. 
The Russian land, the Russian language, the Russian character—these 
are everywhere sacred objects for Lara, for Zhivago, for Pasternak. 
not even the Revolution that the book attacks but the failure the 
Revolution—its gradual passing into the hands speechifiers, blank- 
faced fanatics, mediocre people working out their private frustrations 
great empty cause. 

Lara seldom lets herself become eloquent, Zhivago often does. But 
one place, long recital Zhivago about the destruction her 
marriage with devoted revolutionist, she launches into long diatribe 
against the fanaticism the 


was then that untruth came down our land Russia. 
The main misfortune, the root all the evil come, was the 
loss confidence the value one’s own opinion. People 
imagined that was out date follow their own moral 
sense, that they must all sing chorus, and live other 
people’s notions, notions that were being crammed down 
everybody’s throat. And then there arose the power the 
glittering phrase, first the Tsarist, then the revolutionary. 

This social evil became epidemic. was catching. And 
affected everything, nothing was left untouched it. Our 
home, too, became infected. Something went wrong it. In- 
stead being natural and spontaneous had always been, 
began idiotically pompous with each other. Some- 
thing showy, artificial, forced, crept into our conversation— 
you felt you had clever certain way about certain 


Zhivago, speaking another place the book, expresses the same 
thought other words: 


Reshaping life! People who can say that have never under- 
stood thing about life—they have never felt its breath, its 
heartbeat—however much they have seen done. They look 
them, ennobled their touch. But life never mate- 
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rial, substance molded. you want know, life the 

principle self-renewal, constantly renewing and remak- 
ing and changing and transfiguring itself, infinitely be- 
yond your obtuse theories about it. 


this defense life, the true and joyful life man and things, 
that gives Pasternak’s book its meaning. Against one fanaticism Paster- 
nak has not offered another fanaticism. Zhivago ultimately has nothing 
ultimately only life has healing power, and life that points. 


COAST GUARD 


Once more his light resists—and yet again— 
The water and the shore’s complicity. 

Across the wind, across the braided rain, 

looks into the tangles the sea. 


describe the limits his fear, 
Astounding the dim fish, the glutted shark, 
burnishes his circle the air, 

turns his single skill against the dark. 
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Knowing blindmen know the smell and feel 

And sound things, knew what vision is: 
Besides green and upright arrowhead 

pinetree was the weighty smell balm; 

Our hands clung round and dreamed ships; 
whispered waters the nuzzling wind. 

High its branches was the terror cliffs. 


had power then. double dared 

The clouds that moved like the slow hours rain. 
Imaginings grew like weeds the sweet fields, 
And were kings carts, princesses ponies. 
Once upon green distance Pegasus grazed, 
Minutely beautiful. Now stupid eyes 

Ignore all Aprils through window pane. 
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PASTORAL: THE LATE SPRING 


For John Gould Fletcher 


Storms the night and the furious wind the hills 

And day after day the rains 

riot waters drowning the paths and the meadows, 
Earth-colored torrents stoned and tormented, ragged and lame. 


Muffled thunder over the sodden country 

And the wind, the wind all day through the dripping lanes, 
The noise thousand voices warring and merging 

silence, like deaf-mute lost pain. 


The voice the world, the voice the noise our heart 
Where monstrous forces verge unthinkable 
The split like snake, flashing across the cliff-side, 

The lightning silence, severing the light from the brain. 


Then from the harsh grey walls the raw December 
And the long fall March and the marching rains 
The violent weather wears itself out the landscape, 
Blood-colored torrents lose themselves the plains, 


And the river returns its virginal banks. 

Now there shadow and sun the sodden glades, 

Now slowly the air grows heavy and drifts towards summer, 
And now you have seen, the meadows your place, 
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The first violet, intense and sweet, 
And the new oak leaf, like mouse’s ear, 
And from the thick green air 


Between the branches the dogwood tree 
Most eloquent glistening verdure, 
Dogwood blossoming white and green. 


Then shadows move through the forest dawn: the leaf-lost 
man 

Swinging his gun, moves the west, out sight. 

Heat-waves dance through the clearing noon: the child 
returns 

linger here the cobweb the light. 


the clarion pause between violence living 

Moves over time, and the flowers prosper, the eyes 
Grow clear once again with the blood renewed desire 
The wrath and the pity are one, and the terrible fire 


Ashes again, the meadowlark soars sings. 

The heart knows through its destruction that all sure, 
Violence easy, destruction the easiest thing, 

But what worth doing difficult, strange, and pure. 
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COLLECTOR’S 
APOLOGIA 


When Henry Charles Lea wrote his series histories, was still 
possible, demonstrated, for scholar collect his own original 
source materials, and produce surrounded adequate private 
library. With rare exceptions, the instance the self-sufficient scholar 
thing the past. many other areas intellectual life, the 
institution, either government private, has assumed the obligation 
the individual. the case research materials, the institution 
the library. 

The intellectual task today cooperative effort, the writers one 
hand, the collectors material the other. the two disciplines, the 
latter remains obscure the former prominent. Professional 
writers with wide experience invariably acknowledge their debt 
collectors prefatory statements—thank-yous that, most likely, one 
but collectors and other professional writers trouble read. There are 
literary awards, prizes for excellence established for collectors, 
and their names and labors never become household words. 

Their importance, however, that intellectual monument 
modern times can erected except foundation laid insti- 
tution-collectors—the libraries, archives, and historical associations. 

the nineteenth century, institutional collecting the United States 
was largely the province historical societies the East, products 
the eclectic minds the day. Into these institutions were gathered the 
published writings and some cases the private papers the worthy. 
Preoccupation with the worthy often became exercise genealogy, 
local history, and the worship genesis. The past was always re- 
spectably remote, and the notion that today was history tomorrow rarely 
suggested itself collectors, for that matter scholars. 
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The convenience knowing exactly what records represented the 
worthy past was enviable. was, however, delusion. the scholarly 
horizon widened, particularly the second quarter the twentieth 
century, writers demanded evidence not available the records chosen 
the nineteenth century. New disciplines acquired recognition, and 
needed new materials. Professional research subject and con- 
tinuous activity became natural part the larger universities, not 
only the East but the maturing West. 

The West had opportunity avoid preoccupation with the 
worthy, and side-step the pitfall localism that stuffed older col- 
lections and institutions with propriety. Unfortunately, the opportunity 
was not attractive the impulse imitate, and the first western col- 
lectors, both private and institutional, usually bowed the magic 
genesis, referred the West the Pioneer. 

Indeed, with few exceptions, the western historical associations are 
still dominated the symbol the pioneer, symbol that hardly 
existed reality, article not substance, but faith. The pioneer 
himself, long epitaphed, has his descendants support and defend the 
faith, obligation that has usually been assumed with enthusiasm. 

Reassessment the western experience national terms has cen- 
tered the universities, and has required the collection wide range 
materials not before considered germane scholarship. The pioneer 
image being recarved with new materials part frieze, with 
background, progression, and the suggestion empty space yet 
filled. The task collecting the new materials has been assumed the 
university libraries. 

endless task, and boundless one, for the demands and the 
imagination the sculptors continuous and lively. Stone once re- 
jected the older builders becomes the corner for the new. 

Appreciation newspapers source materials case point. 
was once believed that clipping file, best file 
papers was enough satisfy all reasonable requirements. Today the 
emphasis completeness, not sampling. 

The greatest change the customs collecting the field 
manuscripts, both private and corporate. longer enough 
assemble the recollections official correspondence public figures, 
prominent persons, first families. The correspondence the common 
man, the social cipher, the unsuccessful, has assumed importance 
unimagined previously. The records business, the files organiza- 
tions, are attracting attention necessary part the 
acquisition. 

Most challenging all, the records the immediate past are now 
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regarded worth saving; longer does time’s patina need form 
before record becomes desirable. The preservation the past 
longer left chance matter created opportunity. taking his 
opportunities, the collection cannot rest with providing for the present. 
must attempt look into the future. must guess, imagine, 
project, hope, assume, and, above all, collect. The formulae that serve 
adequately today may, fact will, unreliable tomorrow. And when 
formulae are written, the collector ought have the in- 
gredients called for. 

The insatiable demands the present, and the uncertain require- 
ments the future make the life collector interesting, not say 
frustrating. Whatever his archivist, manuscript librar- 
ian, keeper written records—he assumes the qualities terrier, 
testing first this likely hole, then that, secure the knowledge that 
discovers any scent the quarry will worth the effort. 

practice this means, for example, the examination likely old 
houses, houses with attics, barns and cellars, which family genera- 
tions have had time and space gather letters, diaries, photographs— 
the records the participation life. means the gathering hun- 
dreds volumes (preferably) ledgers, account books, and related 
paraphernalia associated with the running business. means the 
finding, packing, hauling, arranging and indexing thousands 
photographic negatives, the output lifetime some photographer. 
means the pursuit, often through devious and obscure routes, politi- 
cal correspondence known have existed, and now the hands dis- 
tant collateral relatives. means the resurrection from junk heaps 
second-hand stores raw materials with research potential. means 
knocking the doors recently bereaved inquire about possible 
family records. 

Having found cache manuscripts, the collector faced with the 
problem separating from its owner. There are positive arguments 
his favor. library can offer security and intelligent use whatever 
material comes into its building. these promises may relative, 
for nothing secure the absolute sense, and intelligent use may not 
made collection this generation the next. But the potential 
always present, and this potential that operates against manu- 
scripts stored barn and favor the same manuscripts housed 
library. 

Reasons can, course, always advanced why particular collec- 
tion should not removed library, why should destroyed, 
why should retained and divided among family members. 
collector, such reasons are specious. Destruction records the fear 
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that skeleton hidden among them certain means compounding 
the horror. Rumor invariably worse than fact, and destruction the 
fact leaves room for nothing but rumor. History dotted with regret- 
table suppositions, many which have later been corrected, usually 
the advantage the subject. 

Division records tantamount destruction. suggests each 
member family that what they have agreed share series 
mementos, not organic whole. series letters diaries should 
remain intact, that the whole man, the whole family, the whole 
time span may revealed. Fragments, again, lead guessing, sup- 
positions that may have basis reality. 

More frustrating, even, than the deliberate, the ignorant destruction 
records, destruction that results from the common fable that records, 
wanted, must or, worst all, destruction that results 
from half-information. such cases, “old” letters are saved, 
ones destroyed diaries are saved, and paintings drawings thrown 
out photographs are preserved, but posters and handbills ignored. This 
self-censorship has come near breaking many well-begun rela- 
tionship between collectors and owners useful material. 

Perhaps the most unhappy moments collector’s career occur when 
faced with the pragmatist who demands know, good 
group records recently and proudly saved from 
the flames. The records question may worthless the sense that 
scholar amateur known have the slightest use for such records, 
either now, the past, the foreseeable future. true collector 
cares not for such critical appraisals. him there more joy the 
saving the one than the nine already tucked neatly into the collec- 
tion. 

That this squirrel pack-rat mentality has been useful the past 
makes difference the doubter. believes, seems believe, 
that know better now,” that all that can known about source 
material known. The collector does not think so. ignores such 
critics, and sometimes has the pleasure confounding them. 
pretends have prophetic gifts, and sees the research the future 
depending heavily the mistakes the present. has part the 
deliberate “sampling” invented reduce space requirements and labor 
discard bulky, seemingly repetitious files. supported 
faith peculiarly his own, certain that when by-passes genesis will 
meet the poets and the prophets, and ignores the doubting 
Thomases, will come revelation. 
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ARTIST AND MORALIST 
Exile and the Kingdom. Albert Camus. Alfred Knopf. $3.50. 


From the first, Albert Camus has sought formulate doctrine 
which would justify affirmative action “world intoxicated with 
nihilism.” His effort has been consistent, remarkably continuous and 
undeniably impressive. Too often, however, has wanted, would 
seem, more instruct than create, more outline views and ideas 
than imagine persons and actions. His novels (and even more so, his 
dramas) have been, large part, illustrative; their significance 
heightened acquaintance with the essays. Thus The Stranger 
“clarified” The Myth Sisyphus and The Plague finds its fulfill- 
ment The Rebel. Camus has warned that philosopher, and 
can take him his word. Nevertheless, his ideas have informed his 
novels and his characters have exemplified his attitudes and views. 
(Only Grand and Jean-Baptiste Clamence are memorable them- 
selves, and then only partially.) matter fact, Camus’ view, 
philosophy and fiction spring from the same creative source. puts 
“It would impossible insist too much the arbitrary nature 
the former opposition between art and Each “con- 
struction” and the same reason the thinker, the artist commits 
himself and becomes himself his are frontiers 
between the disciplines that man sets himself for understanding and 
loving. They interlock, and the same anxiety merges The work 
the great Sade, Melville, Stendhal, Dostoevsky, 
Proust, Malraux, Kafka, cite but the outcome often 
unexpressed philosophy, its illustration and its consummation com- 
plete only through the implications that 

Few would argue with these salutary sentiments. doubtful, how- 
ever, that his work, like that the novelists most admires (excepting 
Sade), the his philosophy. The novels are, per- 
haps, too evidently, too transparently, constructions. (One also wonders 
what Camus thinks Mardi and The Confidence Man novels.) 
any rate, the aim Camus’ work date has clearly been moral, even 
has been worker ideas and even kind 
prophet. Like Mann’s Aschenbach, “the creator that powerful narra- 
tive The Abject,” has attempted teach his contemporaries “that 
76 
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man can still capable moral resolution even after has plumbed 
the depths knowledge” has, over the last twenty years, extended 
his “lucid invitation live and create, the very midst the desert” 
his beleaguered contemporaries. The best invitations are found 
the essays rather than the novels (or, for that matter, the dramas). 
And the same can said the six stories and the Kingdom. 
“The Wind Djemila,” from Noces, better short essay than “The 
Adulterous Woman” short story. 

The title the collection recalls two major themes well-known the 
reader man’s spiritual exile world which takes cogni- 
zance his wishes and aims hopeless encounter between human 
questioning and the silence the and his apparently insa- 
tiable need satisfactorily account for and give meaning his exist- 
ence (his search for Kingdom which takes meaningful place). 
The absurd (the feeling precedes the “notion” idea the absurd) 
“is born this confrontation between the human need and the unrea- 
sonable silence the world.” “not nor the world, but 
their presence together.” Yet the mind man and the world are 
hopelessly divorced there remedy. Man “prince without 
more precisely, man’s Kingdom hell the present.” 
must become lucidly aware the absolutely limited and meaningless 
nature his existence and yet choose not die (to commit suicide) but 
live all the more intensely the present, without appeal. The absurd 
man “lives out his adventure within the span his lifetime.” Curiously, 
full acknowledgement the condition man like Sisy- 
phus, one delights the hopeless struggle. his very exile, man cre- 
ates his own kingdom, for “crushing truths perish from being 
edged.” Freed illusions about God, unity, the future and hope, 
takes his burden day day. one level, the kingdom personal 
transformation spiritual exile into hedonism that harks back 
Aristippus second, the dignified and clear-eyed doing one’s 
daily tasks. 

The Myth Sisyphus is, sense, personal testament valuable for 
its impassioned, somewhat garrulous, outcry against man’s persistent 
lethargy mind and spirit and his habit accepting facile solutions 
his predicament. The Rebel analytical hymn political hope. 
Having lucidly chosen live, the absurd man, says Camus, recognizes 
that moment life recognized necessary good, becomes 
for all men.” The present transformed from hell filled with personal 
possibilities into kind instructive, man-made purgatory filled with 
social and political possibilities. The rebel the absurd man become 
politically and socially conscious the age perverse ideologies and 
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fanatic absolutisms, the age Rejecting historical 
Utopias and problematical Edens, lucidly gives way hope cul- 
tural harvest, Europe which will exclude Nietzsche, 
not Marx, not Lenin. Fully aware evil, nevertheless asserts man’s 
ability “to diminish, arithmetically, the sufferings the world” and 
takes his place beside his humiliated brothers. does the best can 
the only kingdom man will ever have, knowing that “Real generosity 
towards the future lies giving all the living witness 
the cry Dimitri Karamazov, really believer human perfecti- 
bility, possible change heart moderate optimist. 

Thus, age without any spiritual certainties, Camus has at- 
tempted affirm life and give back man his dignity. 
Darwinian moralist who has refused take the existential leap, 
committed—often with more eloquence than logic—to the desperate 
proposition that “the point live” and help others live, not 
nihilistic gods but compassionate men: “We all carry within our 
places exile, our crimes and our ravages. But our task not un- 
leash them the world; fight them ourselves and others.” 
That statement might well stand the motto for the whole his work. 

Exile and the Kingdom the philosopher and the moralist are still 
struggling with the and only two the stories, “The Silent 
Men” and “The Guest,” the artist full command. Clearly, Camus 
has sought here achieve that “invisible stylization” which speaks 
The Rebel and which lies between” the “two heresies” 
realism and formalism. says: 


the treatment that the artist imposes reality, de- 
clares the intensity his rejection it. But what retains 
reality, the universe that creates, reveals the degree 
consent that gives least one part reality—which 
draws from the shadows evolution bring the light 
creation. the final analysis, the rejection total, reality 
then completely banished and the result purely formal 
work. If, the other hand, the artist chooses, for reasons 
often unconnected with art, exalt crude reality, the result 
then realism. 


“The Adulterous Woman,” “The Renegade,” and “The Growing 
Stone,” the artist imposes too much his regulating intelli- 
gence too much his intention not say 
this not object the unity the collection, which one the most 
impressive things about it. Each these stories conveys, its own 
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way, the same theme: the individual’s exile world that takes 
cognizance his wishes and aims. Camus variously emphasizes that 
aspect the protagonist’s exile—metaphysical, social, political, per- 
sonal—appropriate the narrative. His focus the inner drama 
the character involved particular situation (“The Artist Work” 
exception), and the character’s movement toward liberation 
(Janine, D’Arrast, Gilbert Jonas) toward constriction within his 
exile (Daru, Yvars, the 

“The Silent Men,” tells the simple story the return work 
group Algerian coopers who, defeated strike, have united anew 
silence against their sympathetic but uncomprehending boss. Work- 
ers dying craft, they sense and resent the fact their increasing 
uselessness. Through the figure Yvars, aging man with crippled 
leg who the most sensitive among them, their common plight made 
clear matter how the sun shone, the sea held forth more prom- 
When the boss’s daughter falls ill, they are deeply moved yet 
remain embarrassedly silent, standing their rough, useless hands 
hanging down along their old sawdust-covered Yvars “would 
have liked talk. But had nothing say, nor did the others. 
their uncommunicative faces could read merely sorrow and sort 
And when the boss returns from the hospital, realizes 
that ought call him,” but “the door had already closed.” 
Exiled status and understandable resentment from the free ex- 
pression understanding and life, they remain imprisoned the small 
world their own sorrows and vague yearnings, like Yvars: “If only 
were young again, and Fernande too, they would have gone away, 
across the its blending atmosphere, theme, symbolism and 
character, “The Silent Men” subtly embodies the ironies human 
silence. 

“The Guest” equally successful. Daru, French schoolmaster 
Algeria, the land his birth, becomes involved situation wherein 
his precarious status the land loves inexorably defined 
him the blackboard, among the winding French rivers, sprawled the 
clumsily chalked-up words had just read: handed over our 
brother. You will pay for this.’ Daru looked the sky, the plateau, and, 
beyond, the invisible lands stretching all the way the sea. this vast 
landscape had loved much, was alone.” “The lucidly 
etches series inevitable misunderstandings. Daru neither hero 
nor weakling; the upright victim caught between two worlds 
which can not, will not, understand each other. Indeed, himself 
symbolizes the pathos their opposition. Character and theme are here 
invisibly fused what perhaps the best story the collection. 
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“The Adulterous Woman” and “The Renegade” are another matter, 
for despite some striking passages, they are labored and even rather pre- 
tentious. 

Cast the form ferocious interior monologue, “The Renegade,” 
for all its exotically realistic and barbaric detail, indirect diatribe 
the inhuman consequences obstinate and perverse longing for 
“order,” any form moral absolutism. Its half-crazed hero not 
individual but caricature the religious debunked Nietzsche 
Beyond Good and Evil. Its abrupt conclusion, which the power-mad 
seminarist extends fraternal hand his chief torturer, the Sorcerer, 
and rejects evil and hate had rejected goodness and mercy, drives 
home Camus’ point mercilessly: man can escape from his exile only 
through acceptance the human predicament. But not the renegade. 
Camus drops the interior monologue and tells us: handful salt 
fills the mouth the garrulous slave.” The renegade creature 
Camus’ indignation, not authentic fictional creation. 

“The Adulterous Woman” less obviously flawed. Although its 
heroine, Janine, has certain life her own, her story nevertheless 
bit too transparently calculated either convincing moving. 
Janine, imaginative and sensitive woman, has imperceptibly fallen 
into life stagnation and mediocrity. The story uses the device the 
journey portray her renewal through emotional self-knowledge. The 
ominous atmosphere its beginning delicately conveys Janine’s grow- 
ing sense divorce, estrangement, unreality she and her practical- 
minded husband, fat merchant, who was have been lawyer, are car- 
ried bus over stony, desolate plateau” sandstorm. strange 
country and among strange people, she gradually becomes aware 
two things: that her life till now “nothing had happened she had 
expected,” and that now, the journey into the unknown world the 
desert, Nothing was like what she had expected.” other words, she 
beginning feel the absurd, and the rest fairly predictable. 
Through series small shocks, Janine forced acknowledge that 
her husband does not love her, that they are united only their fear 
solitude, and death. She has seen the Arabs “poverty- 
stricken but free lords strange kingdom” (presumably because they 
have come terms with their magnificently relentless universe, the 
symbolic and has yearned nostalgically for unity, immortality, 
fufillment. She not what she used but she not yet home 
alien universe. Now she wants overcome “that she could, 
she would happy, liberated from unreasonable hopes. She leaves her 
marriage bed and, fleeing into the desert night (at this point, course, 
“desert” and “night” conveniently she 
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Breathing deeply, she forgot the cold, the dead weight 
others, the craziness stuffiness life, the long anguish 
living and dying. After many years mad, aimless fleeing 
from fear, she had come stop last. the same time, she 
seemed recover her roots and the sap rose again her body 
...She was merely waiting for her fluttering heart calm 
down and establish silence within her. 


After giving herself the sky, Janine returns her husband. Although 
Camus adroitly leaves his conclusion ambiguous (he evidently wants 
read twice, like Kafka), pretty clear that Janine has come 
lucid terms with herself and her world, that she has been transformed 
into veritable female Sisyphus. But her transformation has been banal. 
“The Adulterous Woman” hodgepodge Camusian notions and 
symbols facilely concocted but rather tasteless. 

The remaining two stories, “The Artist Work” and “The Growing 
Stone,” are the most ambitious the collection. Neither successful. 

The first overlong satirical-philosophical tale whose random 
moments successful farce and stray flashes insight not compen- 
sate for its essential tediousness. Taking its theme the destructive 
conflict between the artist’s need for solitude and his inevitable involve- 
ment the distracting but necessary business living, the tale over- 
elaborates and finally vitiates what is, after all, fairly obvious point. 
Its naively optimistic hero, kind Everyartist, fails his attempt 
reconcile the claims life and the claims art, but emerges from his 
struggle with cleansed awareness the joys life, his “star” intact. 
has learned that ordinary life enough, and crushing truth has 
perished from being “The world was still there, young 
and lovable. Jonas listened the murmer rising from mankind. From 
such distance, did not run counter that joyful strength within him, 
his art, these forever silent thoughts could not express but which set 
him above all things, free and crisp But Jonas neither indi- 
vidual nor symbol little each. Hence the story 
fundamentally unsatisfactory. His final “canvas, completely blank, 
the center which Jonas had merely written very small letters 
word that could made out, but without any certainty whether 
should read solitary solidary” patently meant the unifying 
symbol for the story’s meaning. One doubts that this final touch was 
really necessary. 

“The Growing Stone” Camus the artist loses control. The seven- 
page description vast Brazilian essentially gratuitous 
the hero, the mere shadow the events the 
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story are contrived express the author’s burgeoning optimism. “The 
Growing Stone” diffuse and feeble dramatization Camus’ belief 
the kingdom man’s common suffering, wherein compassion for 
one’s fellow men frees and renews the exile making clear him that 
kingdom. Thus D’Arrast, self-exiled from Europe “shame and 
wrath” “among these listless and convulsive madmen who danced 
die” purged his hidden (all-too-human) guilt (“Someone was 
about die through fault. seems that called out.”) 
taking the burden one his humiliated brothers. That does not 
actually fulfill the cook’s vow seems not bother the pious natives the 
least. Clearly, they are humanists rather than natives and invite D’Ar- 
rast sit down with them amid the “familiar smell poverty and 
ashes.” Truly, all men are brothers beneath their folkways. 

Exile and the Kingdom is, the whole, disheartening performance 
—in which Camus artistically masters his material twice but tricky 
rather than creative four times. Many readers will, doubt, find each 
story satisfactory, even exceptional. Certain reviewers have already 
decided that these stories, while not equal the best Joyce, Kafka, 
Lawrence, Faulkner, are still contribution modern literature. They 
are, sense. They are contribution modern literature because 
they were, after all, written Albert Camus. Yet important not 
confuse past excitement with present reservations and finally obscure 
those reservations admiring backward glance and expectant 
forward look. necessary focus attention the work hand. 


—BERNARD STREMPEK 


FACES AND VOICES 


Selected Poems 1928-1958. Stanley Kunitz. Atlantic, Little Brown. 
$3.75. 


Mirrors and Windows: Poems. Howard Nemerov. The University 
Chicago Press. $2.75. 


notice from reviews spruce quarterlies that almost everyone these 
days feels that poetry going say, faceless and 
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voiceless. Even some those who did lot push that direction 
are rather annoyed about its having given easily. The reviewers 
are quite right, and the promoters ought annoyed. But worried 
argument can eased removing the reason for argument, Stanley 
Kunitz’s Selected Poems 1928-1958 and Howard Nemerov’s Mirrors 
and Windows: Poems should prove palliative. Both have both 
have voices. 

gather that Kunitz’s star rising. Though more than content 
that should rise feel obliged suggest that there are some fairly 
serious gravitational drags. hope, also, that Mr. Kunitz, whose de- 
vastating poem, Choice Weapons,” earlier critic almost 
keeps from saying anything, will see that words arise from 
friendliness.) general way demurrals, three demurrals, involve 
poetic procedure. 

not much care for the chummy inclusiveness Mr. Kunitz’s 
occasional 


who are strangers this finished house 
Have slept with tossing shadows, and lie 
Astonished our chambers lest rouse 
The strong assassins with cry. 


Why not? Well, Mr. Kunitz’s spiritual experience strikes more 

private and peculiar than general, and feel closest when per- 

mitted keep separate identity. While willing listen respect- 

fully the ancient mariner and even agree with his moral conclusions, 
not going get board that ship and kill albatrosses and pray. 
And feel something the same thing about Kunitz’s use the definite 
article 


Let life false, 
But our circular trap the blood remembers 
Its throbbing the the hands observe 
Communion, touching the sleep thought 
And the punctual heart reiterates love’s name. 


These climb from Eliot and Auden and clamor make them- 
selves absolute, the objective correlative clamoring make itself less 
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relative and more co. They try insist that blood, hands and heart 
the same things Kunitz’s. 
Second, object the poet’s confusing his experience with history 


thought Judith her tent, 

Helen the crackling wall, 

Cressida, her bone-lust spent, 


say that what begins allusion (I’m all for allusion) becomes identi- 
fication all against this) that the woman Kunitz’s poem “She 
Wept, She Railed” becomes, because the crescendo and names are 
thrilling, Judith-Helen-Cressida-Catherine. say further that this 
inflation. Ever since Richard Eberhart, poked dead ground hog 
that found him alive field, started staggering around with the weight 
history his shoulders, and turning into Montaigne and Theresa, 
have felt little sick. know that Eberhart not that Russian Alex- 
ander his tent and that not anything like him out poem; 
good poet, nice man, and lives New Hampshire. 

Third, check somewhat Mr. Kunitz’s bargain-counter “meta- 
physical” configurations 


are two countries girded for the war, 
Whisking our scouts across the pricked frontier 
ravage each other’s fields, cut lines 
Along the lacework strategic nerves, 

Loot stores... 


Now, not going say that this sort thing itself bad dull. 
the contrary interesting that one becomes too absorbed the 
correspondences with the result that falls love with abstract cosines 
and will not look visible angles tangible sides. Worse than that, 
like allegory which explained advance, that cannot yield 
meaning and can therefore only draw attention its cleverness. 

These are demurrals. These are the faults view, and nag 
about them because they seem such unfortunate accretions 
impressive body work. For, far more worth mentioning than 
cranky animadversions are Kunitz’s dark, tensile meters and white 
magic language. Surely, anyone who can assemble words with his 
power and poise must have look upon this very virtue were 
vice, the unholy Paracelsan addiction managed, used. Even 
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more important the impression that this technical accomplishment 
stands serve sensibility, attitude, person. 

Perhaps the clue the person lies the poem, Approach 
Thebes,” where are told Oedipus-Kunitz 


Nature has reasons beyond true false. 
played like metaphysic animals 
Whose freedom made our knowledge bold 
Before the tragic curtain the 

can bear the dishonor now growing old. 


The metaphysic animal. What exonerating phrase for the dilemma 
the man whe wants both wise and happy, who hates his guilt but 
would not without its joy and lesson. 


what see, 
But tied life. the royal road Thebes 
had luck, met lovely monster, 
And the story’s made the monster me. 


And yet, though the human condition sanctions this triumphant di- 
lemma, modern life tends obscure and glaze. Mr. Kunitz again and 
again would strip life half-truths find the metaphysic animal. 
wonder that the word recurs and that the old druidical presence 
Blake drifts over the page. After all, Blake’s lions and tigers are the 
most metaphysic beasts, and what they best strip the clothes 
from Lyca, carry her like seed underground, whence Albion 
renewed. 

One sees the danger. One must make sure that has skin which, 
the loyal Mrs. Blake said, dirt.” Besides, civilized life clothes, 
Carlyle knew, and remove too much not find either truth 
the metaphysic animal, but make life disappear. Life disappears ulti- 
mately from Blake’s poems. this final peril should ever face him, 
however, Kunitz can better than school his own best 
poems. For example, the anti-metaphysical, “The Thief,” the truly 
metaphysical, Autumn,” where one amazed find 
violets, those pawed-over properties, are living ever. For example, 
“The Dragonfly” which entirely renews formula had thought Rob- 
ert Frost had tired out for the next fifty years. Letter” which 
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Cities shall suffer siege and some shall fall, 

But man’s not taken. What the deep heart means, 
Its message the big, round, childish hand, 

Its wonder, its simple lonely cry, 

The bloodied envelope addressed you, 

history, that wide and mortal pang. 


gather, too, that Howard Nemerov’s star rising. anxious 
that should, for ever since seeing undergraduate story his some- 
time the early had seemed likely that the richest things 
might had. True, his earlier three books poetry put off 
curious bright coldness, but the hope remained and Mirrors and 
the hope fully and beautifully realized. 

Having said this much, doubtless ungenerous say that the col- 
lection longer than ought be. Yet think is. Some the wit— 
that very place where Nemerov has had most experience—seems only 
cutting up: 


Priestess and priest display 
The new Veronica, the stiffened face, 
Light the world, cast hanging cloth, 
The egghead’s Rorschach the Holy Wood. 


Some the comedy (“A Singular Metamorphosis”) sinks into its own 
froth. Some the serious poems (“Student Dies 100 Yard 
throw everything away the whoops the last lines. But for the rest, 
the remaining, let say, eighty per cent: Gramercy! 

The range the collection, suppose, roughly suggested the 
title. While not entirely satisfied with guess, should say that 
have poems which inspect aspects the world the observer may 
see through the window his house—his trap. These are poems 
moral journalism, like “The Murder William Remington,” certain 
Shapiro has done with the American dyna-scape. The category would 
also include the left-hook satires, the conserving nostalgia “Absent 
Minded Professor,” and Nemerov’s observation the sparrow—a 
better fable for our times than anything Miss Moore dredged from 
Fontaine. would include the red-handed story verse (which 
might have been better prose), Day the Big Branch.” And 
those poems, too, which dash about holding stage coaches for the fun 
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Woe the empty-handed vandal 

(Time his hands!) who made this scandal 
What will with pair hands 

What will with pair hands 
Defaced, what will the idle dial, 
Short-handed, do? 


the windows were all, should pleased but not greatly moved. 
The mirrors, then? Certainly, the mirrors: those poems where the self 
would reflect the world, better, where the poems would have world 
and self reflect each other. state it, sounds like the old microcos- 
mos-macrocosmos theme. isn’t. has this difference: The self seeks 
the correspondence and point receives it. But the end the 
world insists stubbornly its objective reality. And Nemerov, bless 
him, without any bother about “created world,” acquiesces gracefully. 


Some shapes cannot seen glass, 
those are the ones the heart breaks at. 
They will never become valentines 

crucifixes, never. Night clouds 

Though metaphors would prettier 


Loon’s Cry” tells that has “fallen from The symboled 
world, where earlier days Found mysteries meaning, form, and 
fate Signed the sky.” But hardly seems that has fallen. 
Rather has toughened and been able finally tap one the perennial 
veins poetry. has formed respect for the outside world which will 
come us, but come closer than its animal curiosity will let it. That 
arcane nature which watches with eyes that are different from human 
eyes; that Cretan mirror which encourages both cherish our 
humanity can cherish it. 

Both window and mirror, observation and imagination, common 
sense and sensitivity characterize the best poems the collection. And 
the best ones seem some the truest poetry our time. 
not going embarrass everybody saying they are great, but let 
say what effect “Trees,” “The Town Dump,” “Storm Windows,” 
and have me. read these feel face might 
taking that eerie look total absorption which have seen some- 
times the faces children who are making something, the faces 
musicians when they begin become the music they are playing. 
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While read feel that these poems are willing receive with 
courtesy and decorum receive them. maddening the 
title, “The Town Dump,” for one who feels has just been received 
the poem, must finish with section from it, fair sample 
Nemerov who serious without being owlish and who writes stunning 
blank verse that does not sound like some nightmare Manfred trying 
placate the great iamb while the same time risking his soul playing 
with the evil spirits all previous blank verse 


For there are flies, course, dynamo 
Composed, thousands, our ancient black 
Retainers, hums here day and night, steady 
someone telling beads, the hum becoming 
high whine any disturbance then, 
Settled again, they shine under the sun 

Like oil-drops, are invisible night, 

night. 

All this continually smoulders, 
Crackles, and smokes with mostly invisible fires 
Which, working deep, rarely flash out and flare, 
And never finish. Nothing finishes 

The flies, feeling the heat, keep the move. 


Among the flies, the purifying fires, 

The hunters night, acquainted with the art 

our necessities, and the new deposits 

That each day wastes with treasure, you may say 
There should ratios. You may sum 

The results, you want results. But will add 
That wild birds, drawn the carrion and flies, 
Assemble some numbers here, their wings 
Shining with light, their flight enviably free, 
Their music marvelous, though sad, and strange. 


—RADCLIFFE SQUIRES 
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THE WANT BALANCE, DESIRE 


Not Wisely but Too Franklin Dickey. The Huntington 
Library. $5.00. 


Each new year brings forth body Shakespearean criticism and 
scholarship that for the scholar well the general reader both awe- 
some and somewhat discouraging its variety and bulk. What more 
can said the man and his works The question almost desperately 
raised immediate reaction the annual deluge. Eliot has 
stated that the function criticism elucidate works art and 
correct taste, and the yearly flood the criticism Shakespeare suc- 
ceeds these tasks serves great purpose indeed. Contradictory 
interpretations the plays are ample evidence that there still need 
for elucidation, and with each new crop readers, taste wants correc- 
tion. 

Eliot’s statement, however, because its simple phrasing, makes the 
task sound much easier than really is. order achieve his aims the 
critic must possess what Eliot calls highly developed sense fact 
that is, knowledge which can brought bear upon work for the 
purpose elucidation. But must have other qualifications, his 
knowledge must controlled lest his facts degenerate into mere 
pedantry. The critic must also able stimulate his readers, and 
“stimulate” dangerous term, perhaps, for suggests loose impres- 
sionism and undisciplined Pater’s criticism Gioconda 
comes mind. Nevertheless, the critic with sense fact backed 
enthusiastic interest which can communicate his readers 
the way succeeding the most difficult but only valid task the 
critic. That task persuade his reader return, more knowing than 
was before, the work the critic has been discussing. Enthusiasm 
and interest are best exhibited style, which one the critic’s most 
effective tools. Lewis, Bradley, Forster—these men 
have almost charmed their readers back the literature they write 
about. 

Unfortunately Franklin Dickey’s Not Wisely but Too Well, 
study Shakespeare’s love tragedies, does not meet these demands 
well might, when the book judged terms the writer’s 
edge, control, enthusiasm, and style. 

Mr. Dickey methodical scholar. has read deeply and his 
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knowledge the philosophy, “psychology,” religion, and science 
Renaissance Italy and England evident throughout his book. Not 
Wisely but Too Well explores Elizabethan attitudes towards love, and 
the source and scope those attitudes, with the purpose interpreting 
Romeo and Juliet, Troilus and Cressida, and Antony and Cleopatra 
Elizabethan audience must have interpreted them. Mr. Dickey’s 
thesis that the Elizabethan regarded love either ridiculous 
destructive passion, one that could unman men and lead them their 
destruction. points that this view runs counter “post-Hegelian” 
interpretations the plays, which contend that, even though their pas- 
sions lead destruction, the heroes these plays become ennobled and 
magnified the greatness the passions they felt. illustrate his 
thesis presents impressive body knowledge about Renaissance 
ethics. His footnotes contain comprehensive bibliography this as- 
pect sixteenth-century life and will real value students the 
period. Scholarship, however, does not assure critical acumen, and while 
Mr. Dickey’s knowledge deep often uncontrolled. least the 
first four chapters his book contain too much matter that merely 
“background,” and the relationships tries show between, say, 
Ficino and Primaudaye and Shakespeare seem forced and pedantic. 
Erudition put display and often struts annoyingly such remarks 
“Such love infectio disease (to use Ficino’s post-classical 
Latin)....” When speaks “the familiar English religious poem 
Quia Amore Langueo,” one recalls Macaulay’s introduction particu- 
larly obscure facts: every schoolboy knows...” But the lack 
control shows worst, perhaps, such passages this one from the 
third chapter 


concepts love into the patterns courtly love, which ro- 
manticizes sexuality the expense marriage way that 
for the most part foreign the English Renaissance. 
must not forget that between the universe Chréticn 
Troyes and that Shakespeare, and the Platonists, 
Luther, and Calvin had intervened modify the traditional 
attitudes toward love and marriage. the Protestant Refor- 
mation celibacy ceases the crown virtue, the medieval 
ascetics’ distrust marriage lessened, and the concept 
married love takes new value. 


While Mr. Dickey’s learning impressive, should pointed out 


that his thesis neither new nor startling. Such scholars and critics 
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Lily Campbell and Harrison have devoted many years the 
thesis—baldly stated—that know the Elizabethan background 
understand Shakespeare’s plays better. Miss Campbell’s Shakespeare’s 
Tragic Heroes: Slaves Passion and Professor Harrison’s Eliza- 
bethan Journals have, basically, the same desire acquaint the student 
with sufficient accurate background material for understanding 
the plays the Elizabethan must have understood them. The question 
arises, then: Mr. Dickey’s book merely covering old ground, rehash- 
ing old material? Has put forth great deal scholarly effort il- 
lustrate point already well made? 

The answer must no. For while uses material already familiar 
students and scholars and method similar that Professors 
Campbell and Harrison, arrives startling and extreme interpreta- 
tions the plays. Romeo and for example, sees play that 
essentially comic for least half its acting time, play which employs 
“the structure and devices comedy.” Romeo, Mercutio, the Nurse, 
Montague, and Capulet are all seen comic characters, and comes 
the conclusion that “Love...was passion laughed 
drama.” Such conclusion forced and unconvincing, and drawn 
more from careful reading background materials than from close 
look Romeo and Juliet. Romeo not buffoon, nor are his rhetori- 
cal excesses comical. The balcony scene not “still What Mr. 
Dickey has done underplay the tragic themes the play, ignore 
minimize early foreshadowings doom and destruction, perhaps 
because they not square with his thesis. One might more plausibly 
trace the warnings doom throughout the play, from the prologue on, 
and return the conventional and more satisfying interpretation the 
play tragedy thwarted lovers. The prologue sets the tone 
tragedy and violence too forcefully and precisely lightly cast aside. 
mere glance its language attests this fact “dignity,” “grudge,” 
“mutiny,” “fatal “star-crossed lovers,” “misadven- 
tured,” “death-marked love,” Such terms not usher 
comedy—even half comedy—and while there are comic elements 
the play (there are those the tone the play not comic. 

Because Mr. Dickey seems minimize matters which not further 
his thesis, his arguments are weak there too much found the 
plays refute him. might, for example, have considered Othello 
love tragedy and come some very different conclusion. But Not 
Wisely but Too Well has more subtle weaknesses than that extreme 
interpretation. The tone and style the book defeat the critic’s aim 
turning the reader back the plays with any sort enthusiasm and 
enjoyment. Evidently doctoral dissertation, Not but Too Well 


ADAMS 


has tone dogged determination. Rather than communicate love 
Shakespeare’s plays, enthusiasm for drama, Mr. Dickey occupied 
with showing how much knows. Doctoral committees demand this. 
Hence his book has the tone academic exercise, one worked out 
with much labor but little love. This tone highly communicable and 
tires the reader. The air the lecture room hangs over the “Eliza- 
bethans were peculiarly sensitive the moral climate literature” 
“let now look “Anyone familiar with the Ovidian tradition 
And when tries lighten this style indulges such quaint 
archaisms and cute metaphors, such “Jackdaw’s 
nest.” The result that one wades through the book lugubriously, won- 
dering Romeo and Juliet, Troilus and Cressida, and Antony and Cleo- 
patra are, after all, worth it. 

Such, course, was not Mr. Dickey’s intent. Nevertheless, his book 
does not stimulate, does not arouse interest the plays. fact one 
would rather wait while after reading the book, before does return 
Shakespeare, that some balance, some appreciation, some desire 
may regained. 


—RICHARD WALL 


NOTES LOLITA 


Lolita. Nabokov. Putnam’s Sons. $5.00. 


The plot Vladimir Nabokov’s best-selling novel, Lolita, now 
quite well known, and questions morality, pornography, and censor- 
ship have been dealt with extensively. The novel has prompted wide 
variety comments from wide range critics. Harry Levin has 
called symbol the aging European intellectual coming Amer- 
ica, falling love with but finding it, sadly, little immature.” Gran- 
ville Hicks calls brilliant tour force.” Lionel Trilling sees 
love story the tradition the medieval romance. seems that 
matter what interpretation reader attaches Lolita that interpre- 
tation must made with proper regard for Mr. Nabokov’s oft quoted 
but often disregarded statement that not writer didactic fiction 
and that Lolita has moral tow.” 

Lolita book intended entertaining its primary function 
esthetic one. question which many readers ask is, “Can reader 
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experience esthetic satisfaction from reading the affair between 
twelve year old girl and forty year old man?” For many readers the 
answer immediate “no,” and these people should not attempt 
read Lolita. Other readers, however—among them the critics mentioned 
that they can indeed find esthetic experience the 
rived from Lolita stems from two sources—from the humor and pathos, 
from the laughter and tears, that Mr. Nabokov able evoke. 

Let consider the latter first. The reader’s sense sorrow stems 
from the amount pity willing feel for the characters involved 
this story. The reader watches various human beings move slowly 
and inevitably toward forseen (indeed, frequently mentioned) doom. 
Mr. Nabokov weaves his story, the distance between the reader and 
the characters lessens, and become engrossed watching these lives 
move toward their inevitable shattering conclusions. One the author’s 
most telling devices enmesh the reader the agility with which 
suggests, sometimes subtly, sometimes blatantly, other stories, authors, 
people incidents. Thus, slight hints bold suggestions call read- 
er’s mind the tragedy John Ruskin, the psychologists’ interest 
Lewis Carroll, and multitude literary parallels. Mnemosyne,” 
sighs Humbert, “sweetest and most mischievous muses!”) Perhaps 
the most significant, and most emphasized, parallel that between 
Lolita and Mérimée’s Carmen. Throughout his book, Mr. Nabokov 
continually refers (or causes the reader refer) Mérimée’s story. 
Often, indeed, Mr. Nabokov quotes from Carmen directly. worth- 
while pause moment over this parallel. might well recall, among 
other things, Mérimée’s use first person narrator his use local 
color, especially his remarkable ability mock local color the boldness 
and unconventionality his plot; his heroine, primitive and amoral 
femme and his hero, smuggler, thief, and murderer. When 
reading Carmen, are aware that Don José weak, miserable, and 
criminal, and that Carmen destructive, cruel, and selfish. Yet some- 
how sympathize with these characters and watch with sorrow the 
inevitable conclusion their love. Mr. Nabokov’s emphasis the 
Carmen story not only serves Lolita terms narrative, but serves 
also condition the reader’s responses the light Mérimée’s now 
“acceptable” characters for Nabokov has attempted construct sim- 
ilar story—one which would secure the reader’s sympathy and attention 
for cast characters. The degree which has been 
successful perhaps the measure the distance between Nabokov 
and Mérimée. 

Mr. Nabokov is, seems me, more successful evoking our laugh- 
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ter than creating pathos. His comedy ranges from slapstick 
the most veiled puns, but once again his primary device mnemonic. 
Literary references are frequent. Puns run rampant; many them, 
sure, are missed the first reading. They range from such simple 
plays the roadside sign “Soda, pop. 1001” the complex French 
phrase the name Humbert’s “rival.” These puns offer 
amusement, sure; and not small amount the book’s success 
results from the “snob being able recognize the more eso- 
teric puns. creating these puns and references, Mr. Nabokov does 
reveal remarkable command English and wide knowledge 
English literature and often, indeed, seems making the puns 
only for his own amusement. (Few readers, for example, would 
likely recognize the Gothic wanderer, Melmoth, the Blue Dream 
Melmoth which Humbert drives through most the novel, but Mr. 
Nabokov frequently seems delighted with the reference.) The humor 
Lolita, however, does present problem, for reader often startled 
the places the narrative which finds himself smiling. The key 
found perhaps Humbert’s plea the reader 


Please, matter your exasperation with the tender- 
hearted, morbidly sensitive, infinitely circumspect hero 
book, not skip these essential pages! Imagine me; shall 
not exist you not imagine me; try discern the doe 
me, trembling the forest own iniquity let’s even smile 
little. After all, there’s harm smiling. 


And smile the reader does, thus “creating” Mr. Humbert and then the 
reader perhaps passes pity and even sympathy. Whether the pity 
and sympathy thus aroused can lead understanding another mat- 
ter—and what use this understanding may put, still another. 
(Certainly, today seems unwise reject any extension these 
One the biggest problems, however, that the humor 
the book often has little with the book’s subject matter. The verbal 
trickery, punning, symbols, and literary references, have entertain- 
ment value which often apart from the lives Humbert and Lolita. 
They are the result what Humbert calls his “sensational but incom- 
plete and unorthodox memory,” and Humbert’s memory amusing 
his memories are not. While the tricks his memory can lead reader 
interest Humbert and pity and sympathy for his problems, 
these jokes and tricks, imagine, remain quite removed from the narra- 
tive for many readers. 


REVIEWS 


Lolita is, its own way, entertaining book. tells story which 
many readers find engrossing—in manner which many readers find 
entertaining. But not tragic. And neither weight nor scope does 
seem proportionate the splash has made literary circles. 


—C. ADAMS 


CONTRIBUTORS 


continued from page 


Martin Schmitt Apologia) Curator Special Col- 
lections the University Oregon Library. author and editor, 
reports: commenced collecting quite accident when was 
working the editing the autobiography Gen. George 
1944-45 ... The pension files the army led old brown- 
stone Georgetown where very old lady let look her father’s 
papers. Turned out was Gen. August Kautz, classmate Crook, 
Indian fighter, member the trial board that tried the Lincoln con- 
spirators. After some fast talking, got this material for the War 
College Library.” Mr. Schmitt’s professional collecting began 1947. 


Radcliffe Squires (Faces and Voices) member the English 
Department the University Michigan. has published poetry 
and criticism number periodicals, including Accent, Poetry, and 
the New Republic. His second volume poetry appeared 1951. 


Bernard Strempek (Artist and Moralist) instructor English 
Miami University, Oxford, Ohio. 


Richard Wall (The Want Balance, Desire) teaching Eng- 
lish the University Oregon. has recently completed edition 
Thomas Middleton’s Chast Mayd Cheape-side. 


Daniel Weiss (Freudian Criticism: Frank O’Connor Paradigm) 
teaches English the University Washington. has published 
criticism the works James Joyce and Lawrence and 
work book-length psychological study Lawrence’s work, 
especially Sons and Lovers. 

Neil Weiss (The Parting) lives New York and completing 
second volume poetry. His first, Changes Garments, was pub- 
lished 1956 the Indiana University Press. 

Robert Hunter Wilbur studied Harvard and Columbia 
now enrolled the Faculty Letters the Sorbonne, studying French 
literature. The Song Consciousness: Conrad Aiken’s Poetry his 
first published article. 


Celeste Turner Wright (/nscription Rock: New Mexico) mem- 
ber the English faculty the University California Davis. 
poetry has appeared the Yale Review, Poetry, the Arizona 
Quarterly, the New Mexico Quarterly, and other magazines. 

Lloyd Zimpel (Blow for Mondays) lives St. Paul, Minnesota, 
and has published Perspective, the Chicago Review, The Nation, 
and the Georgia 
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